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Until recently I, probably like many 
of you, bought the idea that Donald 
Trump, currently touted by his PR 
team as the 90’s answer to Rudolph 
Valentino, was, if not The Playboy of 
the Western World, at least a good 
sport. But recent events have 
proven to me that The Donald is, 
instead, a spoiled and selfish blow- 
hard whose main concern is his own 
comfort. Why else would he keep a 
group of gorgeous ladies waiting 
while he sat upstairs in his dining 
room enjoying a hot meal? These 
beautiful dancers froze their tushes 
off in the subzero wind and cold cur- 
rents of Fifth Avenue a few days 
before Christmas - after Donald 
Trump’s secretary told us he would 
try to find a few minutes to come 
down and meet them. Is this the 
action of a latter day Valentino or a 
true jerk?!!! 


Last month we chose to honor The 
Donald by making him the subject of 
our cover story in the very first issue 
of this magazine - a story that was 
picked up by The New York Post. 
And, not only did we poll our beau- 
tiful Paradise girls about their sexual 
fantasies in regard to this public fig- 
ure - we also set up a public relations 
event to bring some of our most 
exquisite dancers right to him at 
Trump Tower. But alas, their idol 
had feet of clay. 


There the girls were, at High Noon 
on December 21st. I personally 
made sure Donald Trump knew 
about our visit by sending him a holi- 
day gift basket a couple of days ear- 
lier - a gift he gladly accepted. His 
minions told us he would be in the 
building having lunch and would 
"try" to get downstairs. Our stunning 
dancers showed up dressed to thrill 
in skimpy outfits that slowed traffic 
to a veritable crawl all along Fifth 
Avenue, bringing out huge crowds, 
many of New York’s paparazzi, and 
several of Donald’s big goons, along 
with a slew of New York’s finest. 
The huge crowd loved the spectacle, 
and joined the girls in a "We Want 
Donald" chant. But did His Nibs 
appear? You guessed it....he was a 
no-show! And one of our girls had 
actually bolted from Marky Mark’s 
hotel room to meet The Donald! 


But why was I surprised? Donny is 
a spoiled and self-centered man who 
doesn’t deserve the fine family he 





has, especially his loyal and loving 
father. I recall as a kid in Brooklyn’s 
Lincoln High School, wondering 
what it would be like to live in the 
buildings in view across the street. 
Little did I know that Trump Village 
would be the forebearer of the 
"Trump Dynasty." Trump Village 
was built by a fine gentlemen named 
Fred Trump - the same Fred Trump 
who not long ago _ bought 
$1,000,000.00 in chips as a gesture 
of confidence to help save his floun- 
dering son’s casino when little Donny 
was down to his last chips. 


I never did live in Trump Village, 
although I have to say that life has 
been good to me and I now have 
everything I could have wished for, 
and more. But back then Trump Vil- 
lage was beyond the reach of my 
police officer father, a hardworking 
Joe with more class in his little toe 
than Donald has in his whole care- 
fully groomed and manicured dough- 
boy body. None of us should really 
be taken aback at the boorish behav- 
ior we encountered. After all, Don- 
ald has managed to fuck up every- 
thing else lately, including his beau- 
tiful family, his billion dollars, most 
of his real estate empire, "The 
Marla," and most importantly, his 
family’s good name. 


Usually, as the saying goes, "The 
apple doesn’t fall far from the tree." 
But in this case, out of respect for his 
father, a more apt saying would be - 
"One bad apple spoils the bunch." 


On behalf of the girls of Paradise: 
Shame on You, Donald Trump! 


Ted Barris 


Shame 
~— On You, 
Donald Trump 
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By Guy Gonzales 


There is an energy, a rhythm, an 
internal beat to Times Square that sur- 
passeth understanding. It is more a 
state of mind than a place, and must 
be lived and felt, like blood coursing 
through the veins - like the very blood 
that engorges the male organ and 
makes it the powerful, insistent tool 
that it is. Like a persistent erection, 
Times Square too, with its neon lights 
and electric energy, will not be denied. 
Even the most casual observer, walk- 
ing through the neon streets of "The 
Deuce" at nightfall, cannot help but 
feel the hyper-charged sexual atmos- 
phere. But, oh, if you had seen it in its 
heyday, as I did, had lived it and 
experienced it! 


Back then, we were all in it to- 
gether, all of us, a loose band of street 
urchins, hustlers, runaways and 
throwaways from all parts of the 
country, hot-blooded young people 
with nowhere else to go and nothing 
else to do but float in and out of each 
24 hour day, most of the time not 
even aware of what day it was, with 
nothing on our minds but seeking and 
finding pleasure - with drugs and 
alcohol, with fast, wild music. But 
most of all with sex and more sex, and 
the adrenalin rush of life in the fast- 
est of fast lanes. Or so we thought 
back then, before it all fell apart. 


For years - from about 1979 
through the mid 1980’s, I worked at 
various sex palaces and emporiums in 
the No Man’s Land of Forty Second 
Street, and thought I had found 
heaven. I began by selling tokens and 
coins, real Susan B. Anthony silver 


Tales Of Times Square 


dollars, that the guys used in the peep 
show booths. Soon I had developed 
a little con game of my own in the 
peeps. Later I moved "up" to become 
a sought - after member of one of the 
"Love Teams," as we were euphem- 
istically called, putting on live sex 
shows several times each day. We 
were paid $8 per show, which was 
great money for us back then, and we 
spent the money as fast as it came in. 
Easy come, easy go. Saving money 
for a rainy day was for squares. 


We, the boys and the girls, would 
probably have done the shows for 
nothing, so immersed were we in the 
glamour of goofing on the doctors 
and lawyers, wealthy business own- 
ers and even brand-name celebrities 
who came to leer at us and mastur- 
bate while we tongue- kissed and 
fucked and sucked and spanked each 
other right up on stage for their vo- 
yeuristic pleasure. We were stars, 
man, and no one could take that away 
from us. The drinks and the drugs 
made our twilight world even more 
enjoyable. Everything was bathed in 
a golden glow in this land where the 
high life met the dim life. Everyone 
outside our charmed circle was a su- 
per square from Nowheresville. 


As far back as I can remember I’d 
felt like an outsider, a black sheep. 
Being an Amerasian had something 
to do with it. Also, my father, a 
Philippino, was a stern Old World 
tyrant, though my mother is a won- 
derful, loving woman who truly tried 
to protect me. But the lure of the 
streets and the easy money that could 
be made by hustling were too seduc- 
tive. In “The Deuce”’ I found some- 
thing I couldn’t find anywhere else: 
acceptance. 


I was 18 years old and always 
horny. And the Times Square area 
was porn unlimited - heady stuff to 
someone like me. The girls - they all 
looked so beautiful! If you had a 
girlfriend you could offer yourself as 
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a “Love Team” to put on sex shows. 
The most popular teams were “salt 
and pepper” couples, and the most 
popular of those were Lefty and 
Sassy. Lefty was big, bad black dude 
and Sassy was his blonde, blue-eyed 
girlfriend from Ohio. I remember he 
used to read a lot, and always 
marched confidently onto the stage in 
Army fatigues. He could stay hard 
for an hour, and then get it right back 
up again. He wore a comb in his 
Afro. We all thought he was so cool! 
I have to admit I still have fond 
memories of some of the gang, espe- 
cially the girls, most of whom were 
attracted to tough guys, guys who 
would take their money and rough 
them up a little - just enough to prove 
they cared. I also remember Mama 
Santana, a large motherly lady who 
was half Italian and half Puerto Ri- 
can. She worked in a dressing room 
connected to one of the “Love 
Teams” stages. Mama called all the 
performers and peep show girls by 
their astrological signs, as in “You’re 
on, Sagittarius!” She was very psy- 
chic, and would tell our fortunes. 
She helped keep track of our sheets: 
we all provided our own sheets for the 
shows, and used Wet Ones to clean 
ourselves off. Most of the girls, who 
had really great stage names like 
Baby, Candy, Sweetness and Misty, 
worked the peeps between shows, 
and gave their money to their boy- 
friends. That’s just the way it was. 
Nobody questioned it. Why would 
they have? We all thought we were 
big stars, and that we were getting 
respect from our audiences, out there 
in the dark, getting off on our action. 
You wouldn’t believe who was in 
those audiences or in the peeps - ac- 
tors like Tony Curtis, and newscast- 
ers like Jim Jensen. Hey, they can sue 
me, man, but they won’t win. I saw 
them and many other big names with 
my own eyes. Hell, they’re only hu- 
man, right? 


All week I would book myself and 
my current girlfriend and "Love 
Team" partner into Les Gals, Pee- 
pland, The Roxy, The Green Door 
Theater where lots of porn stars per- 
formed, The Pussycat Theater, Fas- 
cinations, Mardi Gras, Melody Bur- 
lesque, Show World, and "7-11" - our 
nickname for the Show Follies Cen- 
ter. We would put on a show, which 
ended with the Big Bang, natch, and 
then maybe splurge on a steak dinnér 
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at Flame Steaks - a large china plate 
heaped with a juicy steak, baked 
potato, salad and a hunk of heavily 
buttered garlic bread, all for $4.25. 
This was cool, man. This was living! 


The scam I ran paid off big too. The 
first time, it happened accidentally. 
I was working at cleaning up the peep 
show booths after each guy left, dis- 
infecting the floors and thick plated 
windows with stuff like Lysol after 
the "suits" had come and gone, leay- 
ing their semen all over the place in 
their haste to get back to the wife and 
kids. At first I just picked up the odd 
tokens the guys left behind, finding 
about $20 per day that way! Then one 
night I went into a booth I thought 
was unoccupied and interrupted a 
Pillar of Society in a business suit - 
the pants of which were around his 
ankles. This busy beaver could have 
used two more hands. I caught him 
eyeballing a live nude dancer in the 
glass booth in front of him while he 
simultaneously enjoyed a "butt plug" 
up his backside. Needless to say, he 
was also jacking off furiously while 
with his other hand he was dipping 
into a vial of coke. He almost had a 
coronary when I moved the curtain 
aside, and while he kept his right 
hand on the family jewels, he did put 
down the coke long enough to pass me 
a handful of coins with his left hand 
and tell me to “Get the hell out!” I 
disinfected the coins immediately, 
counted my stack, and a new con was 
born. After that, I got real good at 
“accidentally” coming in to clean oc- 
cupied booths! If they had an Oscar 
for best rendition of “Oh, Excuse 
Me!” I would have won. No contest! 


The life was a definite addiction. 
Sure it was chaos, but chaos was the 
norm back then . We were all in over 
our heads. Before the endless party- 
ing on no sleep, the mindless sex with 
too many partners to keep count of, 
and the drugs and pills and booze 
took so many of our inner circle 
group to jail or to an early grave, no 
behavior was too extreme. We lived 
on the edge of nowhere, slipping fast. 
But then, really, we never had far 
down to go, coming from the base- 
ment to begin with. 


I got out of the life at the ripe old 
age of 24. What saved me was my 
art. I’d always enjoyed drawing, and 
had been complimented on my crea- 
tions from kindergarten on. I’d even 








graduated from the High School for 
Art and Design. I’d wanted to go to - 
Cooper Union, but never quite made 
it - taking my undergraduate degree 
instead at "The Deuce." But having 
a talent gave me enough self esteem 
to eventually get my act together. 
Today, I eke out a modest but re- 
spectable living as an artist, and most 
of my drawings center on the Times 
Square that was and never will be 
again. 


I mostly draw from my memories, 
because I know that eventually those 
theaters and porn palaces will be 
torn down and become ghosts, just 
as we lived with the ghosts of 
Hubert’s Flea Circus, that became 
the now defunct Peepland, and the 
other classic Times Square arcades 
filled with freaks - like the Borneo 
native they put in a cage and billed 
as ‘The Wild Man From Borneo.” I 
want to help preserve the old era in 
some small way, because in some per- 
sistent corner of my mind the “Love 
Teams” still live, and I still run from 
stage to stage with my sheets, my 
Wet Ones, and my hot, sexy, ready- 
for - anything babe. 


We were vampires of the night, "po- 
lite" society’s flotsam and jetsam, bob- 
bing about on a tide of lust and unat- 
tainable dreams. But man, we be- 
longed - to each other, of course, but 
mostly to the lure, the magnetism, the 
danger that was "The Deuce." 








For more information 
on the artwork 
of Guy Gonzales, 
Call 212-429-4156 

















Birds Do It... Bees Do It 


Surprising Facts About Sex And Nature 





In 1922, a Frenchman by the name of 
Remy de Gourmont wrote a re- 
markable book called Physique de 
L’Amour, (The Physique of Love) 
which was later published by an Eng- 
lish translator under a title that con- 
veyed a somewhat different meaning: 
The Natural Philosophy of Love, I found 
this obscure volume on a dusty book- 
shelf ofa used bookstore in Berke- 
ley California many years ago whe 
I was a student at UC Berke- 
ley. I put — this intriguingly , 
titled book aside and promptly ‘ 
forgot about it. 


One night, feeling a littledown 
about a difficult romantic relatio 


ship, I picked up this book, thinking 


it might offer some philosophical bro- 
mides about the nature of love. In- 
stead, I found a coinpelling treatise 
on how the physical act of love is 
accomplished by every living crea- 
ture, from the human mammal down 
to birds, bees, various members of 
the insect species, and even fish. In 
the course of reading this book - 
which proved so fascinating I simply 
could not put it down - I learned more 
than I imagined possible about the 
mating habits of the creatures that 
inhabit this earth. Along the way, 
my tolerance for even the most ex- 
treme variations in human sexual be- 
havior also expanded, as did my un- 
derstanding about the nature of the 
sex act. I’d like to share just a few 
facts and fragments from this book 
with you. 


First, I should tell you that De 
Gourmont, who also wrote novels, 
poems, essays, plays, etc., was anodd 
sort of fellow who kept to himself, and 
who, in addition to his research, also 
admitted to “spending long hours in 
the sun, lying on the grass watching 
butterflies and insects and other crea- 
tures as they courted and mated.” Him- 


by Judith Walters 


self a sexual voluptuary, De Gourmont 
was unfortunately forced to spendthe 
last twenty five years of his life as a 
virtual recluse due to a hideous facial 
disfigurement, which may have been 
caused by his earlier sexual excesses. 


Although a writer and philosopher 














rather than a scientist, the author was 
in many ways far ahead of his time. His 
most daring contribution to the main- 
stream of human thoughtin the area of 
sexuality was that of the pleasure prin- 
ciple in sexual conduct - an idea he 
formulated before the Freudians had 
taken this principle as the working 
basis of their psychiatric theories. 
During his era, as he put it, “the Chris- 
tian nations held that carnal pleasure 
without procreative aim was asin.” De 
Gourmont debunked this idea with his 
examples and observations of lust as a 
natural phenomenon in every living 


creature. He was in fact the first 
to make a biological study of the 
mechanism and phenomena of love- 
making as they manifested in the 
conduct of man and all other species. 
As Le put it: 


"Tf it is clear that man is an animal it 
is also clear he is an animal of 
extreme complexity. In him 
are found most of the apti- 
tudes which existin animalsin 
, the state of unity. There is 
scarcely one of his habits, one of 
his virtues, one of his vices, which 
may not be observed here and 
there in an insect, a bird, or a 
mammal - monogamy and its con- 
sequences, adultery, polygamy, polandry, 
lasciviousness, idleness, activity, cru- 
elty, courage, devotion - are allcommon 
in animals, but with them it qualifies the 
whole species... Man is not the summit 
of nature; he is in nature, one of the 
unities of life, and nothing more." 


Looking at, for instance, the universal 
game of male pursues female, which 
DeGourmont described as “female co- 
quetry, the flight before the male, the 
return, the game of yes and no, the uncer- 
tain attitude that seems at once cruel and 
amorous.” This, he claimed, “is not pecu- 
liar to the female human, but to all female 
creatures.” As a parallel in nature, he 
described the “pell-mell flight of the mole 
intacta (virgin mole): 


Rape Of The Mole 


There is probably no female who has 
better reason than the mole for fearing the 
male, Her vulva, externally unperforated, 
is covered by hide, downy as that of the rest 
of her body. She must, to be fecundated, 
undergo a veritable surgical operation. 
In rutting rime the male starts in quest 
of a female; as soon as he divines her, he 

Continued on 16 
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An amazing experience I had some 
years ago led to my abiding curiosity 
about vocalization during sex. Ihave 
learned from my own experiences, 
and from those related to me by 
friends, that you really don’t know 
someone completely until you share 
an orgasm. Is that like sharing a slice 
of cheesecake? Well, yes and no. I 
guess it depends on how good the 
cheesecake is! 


The experience that led to my fasci- 
nation about this most intimate ex- 
pression was one I shared with a man 
I met at a party. He was a seemingly 
shy, quiet man, but there was an 
intensity about him I found intrigu- 
ing. I took him home with me, and 
before long, we found ourselves in 
bed. His body was as slim and 
smooth as a girl’s, with an admirable 
penis. 


I was just building up to a pleasur- 
able crescendo when his thrusts be- 
gan to increase. I began to move 
faster too, as his excitement carried 
me forward. The silence was broken 
only by our mutual heavy breathing. 
All of a sudden, in a normal conver- 
sational tone, he said: "I’m coming." 
Before I could think that one 
through, he said, in a slightly louder 
voice: "I’m coming closer!" By now 
I was lying immobile beneath him, 
prepared for the next bulletin. I was 
not disappointed. 


"It’s almost here!" was the next 
message from the battlefront. 


I don’t believe this! 1 thought. In 
the next moment, he was shouting. 
"YOU GOT IT, HONEY. IT’S ALL 
YOURS. IT’S HERE!" He was ob- 
viously thrilled by the arrival of his 
semen. I felt like saying: "I don’t 
want it, take it back." But I managed 
to hold my tongue. He was so pleased 
with himself, I didn’t want to spoil 
his victory. 


In questioning him later, I learned 
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By Jessica West 


that my new acquaintance goes 
through exactly the same verbal rit- 
ual each time he approaches orgasm. 
He was a sweet guy, but there was no 
way I was going to listen to all that 
again! I later heard that he got mar- 
ried. I wondered what kind of 
woman he married. This guy is a 
male chauvinist. Even if, as he 
claims, this litany of his is uncon- 
scious, on some level he truly believes 
his semen is the greatest gift he can 
bestow on a woman. Well, maybe - 
again, on some level - it is! 


In no other activity are human re- 
actions so individual, and so unpre- 
dictable, as at the height of orgasm. 
Perhaps that is why, in the vast and 
still growing body of literature on 
sexuality, virtually no attention is 
paid to the fascinating variety of ver- 
bal responses from men and women 
while they are in the throes of the 
ultimate sexual response. 


It’s almost impossible to predict 
how a new sexual partner will react 
at the peak moment of intimacy. Of 
course just about everyone has their 
own favorite stories about pussycats 
who turn into tigers in bed, and just 
about everyone has been with a 
"shouter" or a "screamer" at least 
once. The fact is, you can never be 
sure what a new partner will say until 
you get to the excruciating pleasure 
of orgasm. 


Interestingly, women, perhaps be- 
cause society expects more verbal re- 
sponsiveness from the female, often 
proudly boast that they "just lose 
control" at the moment of orgasm. 
Men often judge how sexually re- 
sponsive a woman is by the sounds 
she makes during intercourse, and 
pride themselves on their ability to 
rouse a woman to the point where she 
"loses control." 


Excessive - or what one man or 
another might perceive as excessive - 
verbal expressiveness or direction- 
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giving ("Do it faster, slower, harder, 
deeper, now, not yet, stop, start, kiss 
me while you do that!) can be a turn 
off. One man may revel in a 
woman’s intensive, throaty direc- 
tives. They may help him reach the 
peak of response. Another may feel 
manipulated by his partner’s drive to 
achieve her own satisfaction. For 
some women, the grunts, moans or 
out-of-character profanities at or- 
gasm of a male partner who is nor- 
mally cool and in control are an ex- 
treme turn- on. One woman might 
be offended when her partner groans 
in her ear, "What a hot piece you are, 
you little bitch," while another 
woman might consider this type of 
response a compliment. 


Obviously, the relationship between 
the sexual partners - how well they 
understand each other, how secure 
they are in their own sexuality, how 
free they are to express their emo- 
tions at the peak of orgasm - largely 
determines how they react to their 
partner’s vocalizations. 


Bill, a divorced businessman with 
an active sex life, states, "Men don’t 
like a woman who just lies there - and 
they don’t like a fake. Naturally, it 
is difficult in any given case to be 
certain if a woman is faking or not. 
One of my steady girlfriends grim- 
aces so dramatically at orgasm that 
the first time it happened I was sure 
I was hurting her. Now I know this 
is just the way she reacts to the in- 
tense feelings. When I see that grim- 
ace on her face, I know she’s on her 
way over the top." 


Another one of his girlfriends, he 
says, "begins a high pitched giggling 
when she comes that could bring the 
neighbors running. This is just her 
pattern. I don’t think at this point 
she is capable of changing it." As for 
himself, Bill reveals, "I’m quiet. 
Women sometimes ask me if I’ve had 
my orgasm - after I’ve had a climax 
that felt as thou,sh my insides were 


draining out! I’m not deliberately 
quiet. I think it’s just the way it hits 
you." 


"P?’m noisier when I make love in 
unusual settings," said Janine, a 
beautiful black friend. “One time 
my boyfriend and I made it on the 
living room floor of my mother’s 
home. I was so excited that Ken had 
to put his hand over my mouth so we 
wouldn’t wake up the whole house!” 


As for her boyfriend, Janine re- 
lates, '"He’s more vocal when he takes 
me from the rear. That position is 
more intense for him. I don’t know 
if it’s physical or psychological, but I 
like it. Wm a fairly vocal person 
during sex in any case, but when I 
know Ken is having trouble reaching 
his climax, like after he’s had a few 
drinks, I deliberately say erotic 
things to help excite him." What 
Janine enjoys most about her boy 
friend’s orgasms, she says, is "seeing 
his face. It gives me a rush of power 
to see this big man I love so totally out 
of control, so at the mercy of what 
he’s feeling." 


A slim, redhaired co-worker had 
this to admit about her orgasmic re- 
actions: "The thing that turns me 
into a high-pitched screamer is my 
vibrator. I get such intense orgasms 
that I usually leave it at home when I 
go away with someone. I don’t want 
the man to feel he’s in competition 
with an inanimate object. And a tal- 
ented tongue can feel almost as 

good!" This same friend also admits 
that she’s an inveterate directions- 
giver - to man and machine! "When 
I’m alone, masturbating with the aid 
of the vibrator, I tell it what to do in 
no uncertain terms, more freely than 
Ican tell a man. It’s a wonder no one 
has ever knocked on my door to find 
out what’s going on. I think I may 
have to have my apartment sound- 
proofed!" 


Another friend, an attractive bru- 
nette, relates this experience: "I once 
slept with a guy who was a screamer. 
It wasn’t a turn off, but I felt I had 
to do something equally demonstra- 
tive. So there were the two of us, 
yelling and thrashing about. The 
problem was that in all this mis- 
guided one-upsmanship I lost my 
concentration - and my orgasms. Ac- 
tually I wish more men were vocal. I 
love it when they lose themselves and 





start saying strange things. It blows 
my mind!" 


At age 32 Keith, a handsome, out- 
going attorney, is facing a difficult 
decision. He’s finally found "the girl 
of my dreams," but she has one sex- 
ual quirk he’s wondering if he can 
live with. When his thrusts intensify, 
and she feels she’s close to orgasm, 
she invariably directs him to "Shoot 
it in!" Hearing those words immedi- 
ately takes him over the edge. 


"I’ve tried holding back, but I 
can’t. Not when I hear ’Shoot it in!’ 
Keith complains. It’s just so easy to 
let go at that moment, although I 





know I haven’t satisfied her yet. I’ve 
asked her not to say it. She says that 
she can’t help it. It’s an automatic 
response to my excitement. We’re at 
a real impasse. It might seem like a 
silly thing to most people, but it’s 
really driving me crazy." 


Marilyn, a voluptuous brunette in 
her early forties, treated the ques- 
tions posed to her with humor. "I’m 
your middle of the road moaner," she 
quipped. "Nothing unusual about 


me." She did admit that her hus- 
band, Jim, has "just one little un- 
usual facet" to his lovemaking. No 
matter how excited he is, he cannot 
reach orgasm unless, at the crucial 
moment, Marilyn says "Fuck me!" 
"When we were first married, I had 
never said those words before, and 
the best I could manage was ’Screw 
me!’ That wasn’t good enough. He 
insisted on the real words. It took 
years before he told me how this 
started. He was seventeen years old 
when he had his first sexual experi- 
ence - with a prostitute. She got him 
on top of her and yelled out... you 
guessed it...’Fuck me!’ He came all 
over her like an automatic rifle. The 
experience was so intense that ever 
since he’s needed to hear those two 
magic words. I love him, so I guess 
Pll keep screaming .’Fuck me!’ into 
my old age." 


Besides the screamer, moaner and 
giggler, there are also many "relig- 
ious" climaxers. You know the lit- 
any: "Oh Jesus, Oh Mary, Oh 
Mother of God, Oh yes, Lord! Oh 
God God God, Yes!" Others are 
complainers: "Oh NO, oh hey, oh 
boy, it hurts, but don’t stop, you son 
of a bitch!" And then there are the 
killers, asin: "T’ll kill you if you stop, 


don’t stop, Pll kill you dead, youw’ll 


die." etc. Many of the killers are also 
crossovers, as in: "I'll kill you, oh 
Jesus Christ, oh God, ha ha ha, oh 
no, you son of a bitch, oh no, ha ha 
ha," and so forth. 


In questioning people about the cor- 
relation between what they feel and 
what they say at the peak of sexual 
intensity lead me to discover that eve- 
ryone - from friends and coworkers 
to experts in the field of sexuality- 
were not only willing but eager to talk 
about the sounds of sex. Also, I dis- 
covered that talking about this inti- 
mate topic made people more aware 
and thus more in touch with them- 
selves and their partners. 


So - listen carefully during your 
next sexual encounter. Be more at- 
tuned to your own responses as well 
as those of your partner. It’s sure to 
enhance your sex life. But even if 
there’s nary a sound, enjoy it, and 
take what you get. As my long-ago 
friend said as he reached his orgasm: 
"You got it, honey! It’s all yours! 
It’s here!” 
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No Show Sami... 


Paradise Dancer Corey 
Tells All: How Sam Kini- 
son was a no show at his 

own New Year's Eve 

Party 
....And how Ron Jeremy 
made the evening worth- 
while anyway! 


The late Sam Kinison, who was a 
close friend of Howard Stern (see 
Cover Story, this issue), was a_wild 
man. 1 had met him just before his 
1992 New Year’s Eve special on the 
Fox network. My close friend, porn 
star Ron Jeremy, brought me over to 
meet Sam before the show. There 
were all kinds of hot looking celebri- 
ties milling around - Motley Cru, 
Tommy Lee, Nita Ford, Heather 
Locklear, Encino Man star Pauley 
Shore, porn star Savannah, et al. 
We were knee deep in celebs, but 
Sam seemed to take a liking to me, 
and put me on his show in an evening 
gown as “decoration.” I didn’t have 








any lines. My job was to look good, 
and I gave it my best. 

I am an aspiring actress, and I 
guess I did all right, cause Sam in- 
vited me, along with a bunch of other 
people, of course, to come to a party 
he was giving at the Shark Club, a 
disco in Las Vegas, the town where 
he was performing and where his 
special was taped. Sam had also 
taken an entire floor of the Mirage 
Hotel, and Ron Jeremy had the keys. 
So I thought I might get lucky with 
one of the cute rock and roll boys, or 
whatever. It promised to be an excit- 
ing night, and I was sure up for it. 


But there we all were, dancing our 
buns off and having a blast, but no 
Sam! His girlfriend and later wife, 
Mallica, was looking all over for him, 
but it seemed that Sam had just dis- 
appeared! I heard she was still look- 
ing for him the next morning, and I 
never did find out where he was or 
with whom. But I’ll never forget that 
night for another reason: that was the 
night I had my first bisexual affair - 
and it all happened in Sam Kinison’s 
hotel room! 


Ron Jeremy engineered the whole 
night, the slimeball. But I Jove him! 
He’d brought along two gorgeous 
girls, both porn stars, and they were 
experienced with other women, to say 
the least! I felt like the little red 
cherry on top of the ice cream sun- 
dae. I didn’t have a chance once 
those two attacked me. But needless 
to say, I enjoyed myself immensely, 
and after a while I managed to give 
as good as I got. So thank you very 
much Ron - a man who as we all 
know, sure knows how to blow his 
own horn! 


But most of all - thanks to the late 
and much missed Sam Kinison for 
the use of your room. You were a 
great sport on earth, Sammy. So I’m 
sure wherever you are now, you’re 
just as much of a party animal and 
just as much loved by the angels (bet- 
ter make that devils) around you as 
you here in Reality Land. 


L, Wwe, Gi Wey 
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Madonna: 
Enough Already, Girlfriend 


By Philp Marlowe 


We were going to review Ma- 
donna’s new book - if you can call 
that thing a book. But after perusing 
it, the reaction we had was very, well, 
visceral. Sort of like what Dana 
Carvey as Garth in Wayne’s World 
would call "blowing chunks." Or 
what we at Berkeley in the 60’s called 
"barfing. " Or again, as Joan Rivers 
would say, "Oh Puke, Puke, Puke." 


So...the gift we are giving you, our 
dear reader, is to NOT review that 
piece of dreck. This girl is not only 
overexposed, she’s practically an x- 
ray! And we, the media, have been 
most accommodating, including us, 
here. We’re as guilty as the rest of 
the insatiable tabloid press of doing 
her work for her. As my grand- 
mother used to exclaim, "Enough al- 
ready!" 


Having been in the adult entertain- 
ment industry most of my life, I do 
have my standards, low as they may 
be. And this woman, girl, whatever, 
is not even sexy. She’s a weak imita- 
tion of the very real lifestyles she is 
attempting to "vogue." If you want 


to see sexy, come to the Paradise 
Club. By the way, all this has noth- 
ing to do with her wonderful voice or 
her obvious acting talent. We’re 
talking about class. Someone once 


said that there are two classes in oe 


Which does she represent? 


life: first class and no class. Lo 





Take your pick. 


What I personally resent — 
the most is her attempt to 
clone herself as a 90’s 
Marilyn Monroe. Not in your 
dreams, lady! Marilyn was the stuff 
legends, and legends never die. She 
was not only beautiful but brilliant, 
and so vulnerable. Madonna, on the 
other hand, is pop culture at its 
worst - out of control, cheapening the 
very things she so badly pretends to 
represent. If you want real in the 
world of sex and sexual fantasies, 
keep walking. . All the Immaterial 
Girl offers is ersatz. Ersatz kink. 
Homogenized decadence. Baudelaire 
must be spinning in his grave. 


Enough already. Puke, puke, 
puke! 
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starts digging in her direction, furi- 
ously excavating the hostile earth. 
Feeling herself. hunted, the female 
flees. Hereditary instinct makes her 
tremble before the tool which shall 
open her belly, before the redoubtable 
gimlet-armed penis which has perfo- 
rated her mother and all her female 
ancestors. She flees, digs, as the male 
advances, cross-hatching tunnels in 
which her persecutor may end by los- 
ing his way. But the male also is 
educated by heredity: he does not fol- 
low the female but circles round her, 
heads her off, ends by catching her in 
an impasse, and while she is still ram- 
ming her blind muzzle into the earth 
he grips, operates, fecundates this 
small, soft, black-pelted beast. " 


Myth Of Animal Modesty 


In nature, the author tells us, two 
forces are present: the magnet and 
the needle. Usually the female is the 
magnet. Sometimes, though far less 
often, she is the needle. This, he 
says, is simple biological reality - but 
we humans have attempted to invest 
other creatures with our moral cate- 
chism. For instance, he notes, we 
have created the legend of the ele- 
phant’s modesty - that these chaste 
creatures hide to make love, that they 
cannot give way to their feelings save 
in the mystery of the jungle. Nothing 
is more idiotic, he insists. The ele- 
phant in the garden or the circus is 
ready enough to make love, although 
with less enthusiasm than in his na- 
tive forest, as is the case with all 
newly captive beasts. He breeds un- 
der man’s eye with perfect indiffer- 
ence, and no showman can prevent 
the she-elephant, who is very lecher- 
ous, from manifesting with full voice 
her shameless desires. As her vulva 
opens, not between her legs but to- 
ward the middle of her abdomen, she 
kneels to receive the male. 


Whales And Turtles 


Whales obey a special rite, imposed 
by their lack of arms and legs and the 
element of water in which they live. 
The two colossi heave over on their 
sides like sailing ships in a strong 
wind and join obliquely, belly to 
belly. The male organ is enormous, 
even in the state of rest, six or eight 
feet long and fifteen or sixteen inches 
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in circumference. In the same way, 
anatomy forces female seals and wal- 
ruses to turn over to receive the male. 
The she sea-lion is the one who makes 
the advances. She rolls before him, 
plagues him, while he grumbles. She 
succeeds in moving him, and they go 
to play in the water. On return the 
female lies on her back. The male, 
much thicker and longer, covers her, 
propping himself on his flippers. 
Their coupling lasts seven or eight 
minutes. On the other end of the 
spectrum, despite his roof (shell), 
the male tortoise climbs onto the fe- 
male and clings to her shell with the 
nails of his forefeet, and there he 
stays for 25 days , having slowly in- 
troduced into her patient organs his 
long round prong, which ends in a 
sort of pointed ball, pressing with all 
his strength the enormous clitoris of 
the female tortoise. 


Sl 


Snakes And Fish 


Snakes also have intercourse. The 
male’s bifurcated penis penetrates 
the she-snake’s vagina. Their bodies 
interlace fold on fold while the two 
heads rise over the stiffened coils and 
look fixedly at each other for a long 
time, gazing eye to eye. 


Although copulation is unknown 
among most fish, whose amours are 
even without contact, certain fish do 
in fact have penile organs - and real- 





ize true copulation. The males grip 
the females and hold them with hooks 
or cartilaginous pieces that serve as: 
slide to the penis. The male skate- 
fish, for example, seizes the female, 
turns her over, clamps himself to her, 
belly to belly, holding her with his 
penile tentacles , and finishes the cou- 
pling by releasing his seed into her. 
This operation is repeated several 
times. The two are occasionally sepa- 
rated by the skatelets, who are born 
alive, but their mating ceases only 
when the female has discharged the 
greater part of her eggs. 


Birds And Bees Do It 


The birds which have a penis or 
erectile and retractable tubercle are 
the duck, the ostrich, the swan, and 
the goose, among others. The male 





ostrich has a true prong, five or six 
inches in length - enormous and 
tongue shaped in erection. The os- 
trich hen has a clitoris. The male 
bird is generally the most decorative, 
and does a dance of courtship before 
mounting his female, who he holds 
with his feet or beak. There is a wide 
variation among birds, most of whom 
have an internal sexual organ or clo- 
aca, which gives them as much or 
perhaps more intense pleasure, since 
satisfaction with the cloaca is accom- 
plished through continuous rubbing 
rather than the more muscular gyra- 
tions required when there is an exter- 


nal penis. 


The same _ wide variation exists 
among insects. The female ant, for 
instance, carries the male on her 
back, while he bends his abdomen 
into a bow towards her vulva. Thus 
weighted she flies, mounts, levels, 
then falls with him like a drop of 
water. He dies on the spot. The 
female gets up, returns to the nest, 
and lays her eggs before also dying. 
(Is this sad, or what!) Similarly, the 
praying mantis. Their mating lasts 
five or six hours, and while it is taking 
place, the female will turn her head 
back and calmly consume the body of 
her lover. Her double pleasure 
(mating and eating simultaneously) 
only ends when she begins to dine on 
his belly. At that point, the male falls 
to shreds and the female finishes him 
on the ground! 


Butterflies too are very fervent. 
They often fly coupled. The female, 
who is stronger, easily carries the 
sexually attached male. "It is a fre- 


ay 






quent sight in the countryside to see 
these butterflies with four wings who 
roll, a little bewildered, from flower 
to flower, like drunken ships," the 
author writes. With flies, the females 
have the copulative apparatus. They 
force their oviduct, a prong-like or- 
gan, into the male’s belly. The male 
merely grips this gimlet with hooks 
that surround his genitals. 


Bees are among the most fascinating 
in their mating habits. In many hives 
there are about six or seven hundred 
males to one female - the matriarch 
or queen bee. Copulation takes place 
in the air, after a long flight has filled 
with air the pouches that allow the 
male bee’s sex organ to emerge. The 
male bee’s penis is a small white or- 
gan, plump and bent back at the 
point. Once inside the female’s va- 
gina, which is round, wide and shal- 





low, the sperm-pouch, containing 
millions of spermatozoids, opens, 
and fecundates the eggs. The male 
then wishes to disengage himself, but 
can only do so by leaving in the vagina 
not only the penis but all the organs 
attached to it. As a result, the male 
bee falls like an empty bag - dead! 
Meanwhile the queen returns to the 
hive and makes her toilette, aided by 
the worker bees who crowd around 
her. With her mandibles she gently 
removes the spine which has re- 
mained in her belly and cleans the 
area. Then she enters the second 
phase of her life - maternity! 


Erotic Fantasies 
Among Lower Animals 


Are creatures other than man capa- 
_ble of erotic fantasies? Not in most 
cases, the author says. He believes 
that most living organisms merely 
follow a groove and if he lives for 
another season, merely goes over the 
same ground, attentive to the same 
need. However, De Gourmont also 
contends that the ape, the dog, and 
"perhaps" the cat, are "most as- 
suredly" capable of erotic fantasies. 


Again and again De Gourmont 





maintains that "there are few human 
imaginings among those we term per- 
verse and even monstrous which are 
not the right and the norm of one or 
another of the animal empire. In- 
cluded are onanism (masturbation), 
sadism and masochism, homosexual- 
ity, hermaphroditism, (as seen in 
worms and mollusks), cannibalism 
etc. 


Length of copulation caries greatly 
from species to species - from a thun- 
derclap ( in and out in seconds) for 





Paradise 17 


the bull to very slow (sometimes sey- 
eral hours) in dogs. De Gourmont 
notes that the swelling of the dog’s 
penis during copulation prevents 
separation of the two animals after 
the act is accomplished: "They _re- 


Man And His Mate 


The human being is a placentary 
mammifer, and as such is subject to 
all the laws of nature that govern 
other living organism (and here you 
were thinking we were so different!) 
Case in point- the lover’s caress, 
charming movements, grace, tender- 
ness. We do all these things out of 
necessity, not because we are human, 
but because we are animals! These 
acts are perceived as pleasurable first 
and foremost because they are useful 
to the species. The kiss for example 
is a prelude to the act of love and 
cannot be omitted without compro- 
mising the essential part of the 
drama, As the author further ex- 
plains, "The besieger must enter the 
fortress. One of the most common 
tools he uses is a form of trickery - 
the caress!" (Aha!) 


Of all sexual aberrations, the 
author suggests that "perhaps the 
most curious is chastity - not the 
biological chastity of certain insects 
and other species, but social chas- 
tity, which is almost always a relig- 
ious practice." Following this line of 
reasoning, hesays, "Men have been 
persuaded that perfection of being is 
only obtainable by renunciation of 
sexuality. In other words, that the 
only means of not being an animal is 
to abstain from the act to which all 
animals without exception deliver 
themselves. The question here is - 
does such chastity or abstinence 
prove favorable to the exercise of 
human intelligence?" (Editor’s note 
- You tell me!) 


In sum, De Gourmont concludes, 
"The serenity of nature is that it is a 
force that entertains neither vices nor 
virtues. It is only movements and 
chemical reactions." The rest, as 
they say, is what we read into it - 
something we humans are very good 
at. After all, when have you seen any 
other creature light a cigarette after 
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copulation and ask, "Was it good for 


you?! 
+ 


Additional Interesting Facts 


*The bat is strangely like man, 
with, among other similarities, five 
fingers on each hand, one a thumb, 
five fingers on the foot, a free hanging 
penis in males - and menstruation in 
females. 

(What a thought - bats flying over- 
head is bad enough, but when they 
have their periods!!!). 


*Monkeys, when they stop moving 
around, place their hands on their 
sexual parts, 

(Sounds like some guys we know). 


*The greater (outer) labia exist 
only in the human female, although 
to a less marked extent does exist in 
the female orangutan (great ape). 

(Nice to know females and orangu- 
tans have that in common!) 
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ut Your Sex Drive 
Into Overorive 
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1-800-ECS-TASY Gy) 


It was one of those blah days. Every- 
thing felt gray, and in fact it was 
drizzling slighty on the concrete 
streets of Manhattan, where I live in 
a gray high rise. My wife was out 
shopping with the kids this particu- 
lar Saturday, there was nothing good 
on the tube, and I just spotted an- 
other gray hair on my head. You 
know the feeling: where is my life 
going anyway? I’m a real estate at- 
torney, and you know where the real 
estate market is these days. And there 
were all those post Christmas bills to 
pay. So, yeah, you could say I was 
feeling sorry for myself. 


I had this restless feeling, like I 
wanted to do something, anything, to 
change my mood, to add some excite- 
ment to my day, maybe my life. But 
I didn’t feel like calling anyone to get 
together. Most of my buddies are 
family men who would be doing 
something with their families on a 
Saturday afternoon. I don’t drink, I 
don’t smoke, and I don’t cheat on my 
wife. I thought about taking a drive, 
but I had no idea where I might go. 
I’msure you know the kind of feeling 
I’m talking about. When I was in 
college, we’d use some mind altering 
drugs, or we’d drink ourselves silly, 
or go girl chasing in a pack, and we’d 
feel a lot better. But, that was a long 
ago and far away, as the saying goes, 
and now I am a middle aged man with 
lots to be thankful for, and also lots 
of regrets. 


I picked up my local newspaper and 
scanned it listlessly. Somehow I 
found myself on the back pages, and 
there were all these phone sex ads, 
“Call me, call me, call me!” they 
beckoned. I’d never even considered 
doing such a thing, but suddenly I felt 
reckless. Maybe a little phone adven- 
ture would change my mood. But, 
which one to choose? I looked at all 
the photos. All the models they used 
for these ads were gorgeous. They 
had to be, didn’t they? But who 
would be on the other side of the line? 
Well, I had to choose one, if I was 


By Marcus Fischer 


going to do this. So, I scrutinized the 
ads again, and then I saw her. She 
was gorgeous: long blonde hair, built 
like the proverbial brick shithouse, as 
we used to say back in high school, 
and a come hither smile that would 
melt the wax off my highly mort- 
gaged BMW. 


The ad said that this was a credit 
card call, so I pulled out my Gold 
Amex and dialed a number I will call 
1-800-ECS-TASY (Don’t try this 
number, I just made it up). A female 
voice answered, very pleasant sound- 
ing. She asked me some credit card 
information, and then the business 
part was finished! She inquired as to 
what I was looking for. ‘Well, what 
are my choices?” I responded. She 
enumerated, and I had no trouble 
passing up a transsexual, a homosex- 
ual, a Dominatrix, a “party line” gab 
fest and God knows what else to 
speak to one “beautiful” woman. 


A few seconds later, I was passed 
along to a woman who called herself 
Fawn. All I can tell you is, she had 
the sweetest voice I have ever heard 
in my life. I got goose bumps all over 
my body just listening to that voice, 
which had the faintest Southern ac- 
cent, like Scarlett O’Hara. I kept 
looking at the picture of the stunner 
in the ad as we spoke, and when I 
asked her what she looked like she 
described the girl I was looking at to 
a “T." I asked her if she had posed 
for that ad, and she said yes, that was 
her. At this point I frankly could 
care less if she was lying or what. I 
was in lust and I wanted to find out 
how far I could go with her. I didn’t 
care if she really looked like my 
grandmother! My fantasies had 
kicked in, and I was willing to believe 
whatever she told me. 


First we went into some mutual self 
description. I have to admit I told her 
I was 673" with curly brown hair, 
huge biceps and a “washboard” 
stomach, a slight variation from the 
short, balding, bespectacled and 


overweight reflection I usually see in 
the mirror. But, hey this was Fan- 
tasyland, I could be whomever I 
pleased, and so could she. The wife 
and kids weren’t due back for hours. 
The world was my oyster. 


It didn’t take long to get down and 
dirty. This chick with the perfect 
voice, perfect bod (or so she said), 
and “fluffy blonde snatch” (her 
words) was willing to do anything I 
wanted; blow job, mutual masturba- 
tion, doggy style, whatever! I took 
her up on all of it, and all I can say 
is, she made it seem so real, like we 
were in the same room, on the same 
bed with our hands and tongues and 
other body parts all over each other. 
I don’t know if she was trained to talk 
the way she did, or if she was really 
a horny bitch who had just found her 
niche in life, she was great! 


Needless to say, I gave “Marcus 
Junior” (my schlong) a firsthand as- 
sist as “Fawn” whispered in my ear, 
and Junior, whom my wife calls my 
“little brain’? was enjoying all this as 
much as my “big brain” was. I came 
and came as Fawn baby kept bring- 
ing me to greater heights with her 
incredible voice and her unusually 
vivid imagination. Whoever she is, 
that girl has been around! I thought 
I was sexually sophisticated, but she 
made me feel a freshman enrolled in 
Sexual Perversity 101. Wow, was I 
enjoying myself. 


I hung up reluctantly. But the fam- 
ily was due back soon, and I had to 
catch my breath, take a shower, grab 
a bite, lie down for a nap, and then 
be Mr. Family Man again. I felt like 
I had just gotten back from vacation. 
Sure, it was still a gray rainy day, but 
that was just the backdrop. My mood 
was upbeat. I couldn’t stop grinning. 
There was a whole new world out 
there, a world full of hot, fabulous 
felines like Fawn, all just a phone call 
away. Knowing that was a wonder- 
ful tonic for the blues. 
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Stern 


Love Him or Hate Him... 


Why your reaction tells more about you than about him! 





Howard Stern, genius that he is, 
does not exist in a vacuum. What- 
ever you personally think of his 
brand of humor, and he certainly 
does elicit extreme reactions, there is 
no question that his success is prodi- 
gious, and is based on two main fac- 
tors. First and foremost is his ability 
to line up advertisers who pay $1800 
for each 60 second live spot, delivered 
by Howard in whatever manner suits 
his mood, and $1300 for a pre-- 
recorded 60 second spot on his 6 a.m. 
to 10 or 10:30 a.m. show. Why do 
they gladly pay these prices? They 
pay because of factor number two: 
Howard Stern has a combined listen- 
ership, measured for accuracy by ra- 
dio arbitrons, of a record-breaking 

three million people a week in these 
11 combined markets: the New York 
Metropolitan area, Philadelphia, 
Washington DC, Baltimore, Chi- 
cago, Los Angeles, Dallas, Albany, 
Buffalo, Cleveland and Las Vegas. 
And these are not just casual listen- 
ers, mind you. They are what 
Howard’s bosses at Infinity Broad- 
casting which owns New York’s K- 
Rock, 92.3 FM and its affiliates- calls 
"Sternies." These are people for 
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whom Stern is a cult figure. They 
literally hang on his every word. 


Another astonishing fact is that 
these "Sternies" represent a remark- 
ably broad spread, falling between 
the ages of 18 and 54! The break- 
down is reported as 65% male, 35% 
female. Who would ever have imag- 
ined that this basically shy man, 
whose own father once told him he 
didn’t sound like a disc jockey and 
would never make it in radio, would 
in fact go on to become an interna- 
tional multimedia star and a symbol 
of outspoken early morning radio ve- 


Ity. 


For those who love Howard and his 
brand of think it and say it, nothing- 
is -sacred approach to talk or "per- 
sonality" radio, he is not the contro- 
versial figure who is currently in hot 
water with the Federal Communica- 
tions Commission (FCC) for possibly 
violating its guidelines on indecent 
programming. To them, he is a 
hero. His razor- sharp comments, 
opinions and judgments on every- 
thing from celebrity gossip to his take 
on a variety of contemporary issues, 





all filtered through his own unique 
sensibility of course, have convinced 
many of his devoted listeners that he 
must be reading their minds. Which 
is not to say that everyone agrees with 
everything he says at all times. Even 
the staunchest fan will sometimes 
cringe at some of his more "out there" 
remarks. And yes, he does deliber- 
ately bait people. For him, it’s a way 
to find out what makes them tick. Do 
they show grace under pressure? 
How far will this person let him go? 
He refuses to be labeled a "shock 
jock," because he resents the implica- 
tion that he says what he says and 
does what he does merely to titillate. 
While people are titillated and 
amused (except when they are of- 
fended of course), mostly he makes 
people see past the posturing and 
pretenses. In that regard he is more 
a social satirist, a standup, interac- 
tive comedian of the airwaves. 


But how you react to Howard Stern 

- all of the time, most of the time, or 

some of the time, should actually tell 

you, and others, more about you 
than about Howard Stern. If you 

Continued on next page 


take him too seriously, you may be 
taking the world, and yourself, too 
seriously. If you think he’s a racist 
homophobic bigot, maybe you need 
to take a closer look at just exactly 
what he’s trying to do. 


I had never listened to Howard’s 
show from beginning to end. So for 
me, and for those of you who may 
never have heard him, I recently 
tuned in to Howard Stern at 6 a.m. 
and sat through his entire show until 
he ended it at 10:39 a.m. (He ends 
when he wants to). I have to admit 
that four and a half hours have sel- 
dom passed as quickly. I was never 
bored, and frequently found myself 
laughing out loud. I’d like to take you 
through this one show, and let you 
judge him for yourself. 


The January 13, 1993 Howard 
Stern Show started slowly, with nary 
a manic outburst, as befits the initial 
energy level of the host, his first cup 
of coffee listeners and the talented 
supporting cast of repertory players 
Robin Quivers (she of the sweet voice 
and omnipresent laugh), Jackie “The 
Joke Man”’ Martlin, and Fred Nor- 
ris. First he read Robin a newspaper 
article about his much touted 
new"Fart Man" feature film, which 
was said to be "due to be shot in 
May." He evinced surprise at this. 
"How do they know so much," he 
wondered, "We don’t even have an 
outline or a page of script yet." I 
found this honesty refreshing. After 
a few minutes on this, Robin asked 
him if he intended to write his auto- 
biography. He said his career was 
"much too young and vibrant" to 
merit a book, but then decided he 
might consider it. Then the discus- 
sion turned to "all those High School 
shows" like Beverly Hills 90210, Mel- 
rose Place and the latest, Class of ’96. 
He said he loved those shows because 
of the "great looking babes," the 
girls he says he could never get when 
he was in school (more on this later). 


He segued into a Nutri System com- 
mercial, giving it a new spin: "Jackie 
the Jokeman is on Nutri System," he 
said. "Started his diet by sampling 
chocolate bars backstage. " Jackie 
good-naturedly retorted that his sup- 
ply of legal food hadn’t been deliy- 
ered yet. Howard ended the commer- 
cial by asserting that Nutri System 
really works, "Because even a fat slob 
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like Jackie with no self-control and 
no self-image can lose weight, and I 
mean it as a compliment!" Then 
Howard teased Jackie about the 
"funny phone calls" they had made 
on the previous morning’s show, in- 
cluding one cold call to Jackie’s 
mother, where they offered her free 
rug shampooing, at which point the 
woman, who had no idea who was 
calling, said "I don’t have rugs" and 
hung up on them. "It was all down- 
hill from there," Howard said. "I 
wonder why we kept calling people." 
At that point I got a warm, fuzzy 
feeling, like I was 13 years old and 
making random calls through the 
phone book with my friends. 


A rambling discussion of ratings 
followed, with Howard telling Robin 
they’d just gone #1 in Washington 
D.C. and Dallas, but that "every 
market is different" and, he mock- 
complained, "People expect miracles 
from me." Robin countered: "Well, 
like Madonna, we’re scrutinized dif- 
ferently." This conversation also en- 
compassed their current cable TV 
show on the E! channel and an in- 
dictment of LA radio jock Rush 
Limbaugh, whom Howard charac- 
terized as "a paid lackey for the Re- 
publican party." He then went into 
a long segment on Philadelphia D.J.. 
John De Bella, whose estranged wife 
Annette had apparently taken her 
own life. He read an entire article 
on the topic by Stu Bickofsky that 
had appeared in the Philadelphia 

i , which revealed that De 
Bella’s in-laws were upset with him 
because he offered them his wife’s 
personal effects and then reneged on 
the offer. 


Next was a commercial for Dial-A- 
Mattress. He began the commercial 
with: "We love Dial-A-Mattress at 
the old Stern ranchero." He asked 
Fred Norris if his mattress was hard 
or soft. "People need to know this 
about you, Fred." Fred admitted he 
had a firm mattress but with a soft 
pad, and then embellished with: "I 
always hate to leave my mattress 
when I leave home." This silly but 
funny discussion of mattresses con- 
cluded with the exhortation to listen- 
ers to Dial 1-800-MATTRESS. Next 
came a string of recorded commer- 
cials for Alka Seltzer, Hard Copy, and 
an electronics company. 


When he took the mike again, 
Robin read him a newspaper article 
about some rap singers being hassled 
by the police, and Howard began 
raving that Iced T was a jerk and that 
rap music is antisocial. "I don’t need 
to know how they’re going to kill all 
the white people and Jews,’ Howard 
intoned. Soft voiced Robin inter- 
jected: "Not all rap groups advocate 
hate." Howard challenged her to 
name a group that didn’t. She 
named one and he asked how old they 
were. She said "Twelve years old." 
He said, "See, they have to find 12 
year olds who don’t hate white peo- 
ple." Then he volunteered that he 
likes Prince. "Spike Lee hates white 
people. But Prince behaves himself. 
He doesn’t want to kill white people." 

Robin countered with: "So, you like 
a nice docile black man who has 
trouble with his sexuality and looks 
like a woman!" (I thought that was a 
wonderful exchange, one which 
Robin got the best of). 


Howard didn’t answer - he went to 
the phone lines, which he kept doing 
periodically. They took a call from a 
Haitian woman who said she was an 
American citizen but that she would 
gladly go back to Haiti if Aristide was 
returned to his rightful position. 
Stern lost it there, offering to deport 
the woman with his own funds if she 
didn’t like it here. Despite her pro- 
tests, he kept telling her to come to 
the studio and he would make sure 
she got back to Haiti. I was amazed 
that she didn’t hang up on him - 
actually it amazed me how long sev- 
eral callers stayed with their long 
distance calls while the conversation 
whirled around unrelated topics or 
till he hung up on them. They all 
seemed to be enjoying their few mo- 
ments in the spotlight, even the Hai- 
tian woman. 


Next came a live commercial for 
Vermont Teddy Bear. Howard got 
Robin to admit she hugs her Vermont 
Teddy Bear, sent to her by a fan, 
every night. After listeners were 
urged to call 1-800-829 BEAR, there 
were recorded commercials for a 
Dodge and Plymouth dealership, the 
Leather Warehouse, Great Gorge 
Skiing, Burger King and a CBS TV 
show, along with a swipe by Robin at 
Glamour magazine for “making a big 
deal of interviewing me and then 
publishing something that was three 





sentences long and said only negative 
things about me." Howard broke in 
with: "I interviewed Elvis for his 
birthday. I’ll play that tape later," he 
promised. 


For some reason, Robin then told 
Howard she’d had a call from amem- 
ber of the Ku Klux Klan. Howard: 
“Were they trying to recruit you?” 
Robin: “No, they know I’m an Afro- 
American person. But they did mail 
me some ‘Nigger I’m watching you’ 
cards." Howard: ‘What do you do 
with it, hand them out? I have those 
cards, ’Nigger I’m watching you.’ I 
trade them,’’ he deadpanned. 


Howard then confessed he could 
hardly sleep the night before. "I had 
a major migraine headache. " 
Robin: "You’re a tense person." 
Howard: "I’m thinking of going into 
psychotherapy." Robin: "But you 
said you’d never do that, that people 
who do that are weak!" Howard: "I 
know. [’m weak." 


After these delightful exchanges, 
Howard started talking about fax 
machines, bemoaning the fact that 
most fax paper is thin, you can’t 
write on it, it curls, etc. He segued 
smoothly into a live commercial for 
the Brother Intelafax, which he 
claims has "amazing flat paper. It’s 
flatter than Mia Farrow!" 


Next were taped commercials for 
an insurance company with the num- 
ber 1-800-JOIN NOW, and a plug for 
another mattress company, 1-800- 
TRY A BED. Another live commer- 
cial he did was for Men’s Hair Now. 
Here’s Howard: "It’s like these guys 
have their own hair. So natural and 
undetectable. You don’t want anyone 
to know you’re wearing a phony 
thing!" I couldn’t believe how much 
I was enjoying the live commercials. 


Next Howard went off on what is 
obviously one of his favorite bits - his 
abject failure with women. He said 
he was still smarting from the time he 
met Lisa Hartman, years ago, before 
she wed Clint Black. "She was so 
sexy in her little mini dress. I could 
have had her. Why’d she go marry 
Clint Black. I’m more attractive 
than Clint Black! I could have had 
her, and I let the opportunity pass me 
by!" Robin; "But then you wouldn’t 
have had the years of happiness you 


did!" Howard: " I would have taken 
a month of happiness and then kicked 
her out!" 


While Robin laughed, as she does 
on an almost steady basis, though in 
a contagious rather than an annoying 
way, since her delight seems totally 
spontaneous, Howard continued his 
monologue. "I wasn’t even rejected 
by women. I was ignored! My fresh- 
man year in college, I was this 7’ 9" 


Fred Munster guy with the beak nose. 


I would say stuff and be funny and 
their skin would still crawl. The girls 
would ignore me for my roommate, 
Dr. Lou, who was a good looking guy. 
Sometimes a girl would think I was 
amusing and want to be my friend, 
but even then I couldn’t separate her 
from the herd. Outside, I was ugly 
and awkward. Inside I was a prince. 
It doesn’t matter what you’re like 
with girls, they all go for physical 
appearance. Crummy broads! No, 
I’m going to erase my past attitude. 
Girls are not all shallow witches. But 
I was looking to give someone her 
M.R.S. degree!" Robin: "Well, you 
did." But Howard was not to be 
slowed: "Yes, well, I always got the 
freaky girls with mental problems. I 
swear on my life they’re all in mental 
hospitals. On and off and throughout 
the years. And Lisa Hartman took 
me seriously," he wailed. Then he 
said in a softer voice: "I remember 
the feeling of rejection.”” Robin 
chimed in with: “I see you now with 
a new confidence. ” But Howard, 
glumly, still feeling sorry for himself, 
just said “Yeah.” 


After another bunch of commer- 
cials, Howard was back with a new 
tack: “Hey, Elvis’s stamp came out. 
He would have been 58. How can 
they honor this guy! All those re- 
ligiosos running around like the fee- 
ble minded idiots that they are. 
Mother Teresa doesn’t have a stamp! 
Jonas Salk doesn’t have a stamp, and 
he wiped out polio! People were 
afraid to shake hands, and he cured 
it, and now Jonas Salk can’t afford 
an Elvis stamp. This country has its 
priorities screwed up! It’s amazing 
to me that we honor him. He took a 
14 year old girl, moved her into his 
house. He had a monkey and a two- 
way mirror, and did every drug 
known to man. He was completely 
debilitated when he died." Robin 
added her comment: "We couldn’t 





even show the bloated Elvis." 


At this point Howard began an im- 
personation of Elvis, speaking from 
the dead, in an amazingly realistic 
Elvis voice. For the next ten minutes- 
or so, “Elvis” whined about being 
dead, and whined how he misses eat- 
ing and doing drugs. “I used to pop 
Tuinals like they were M & M’s. 
Right now I’d settle for a Flintstone 
vitamin.’’ Questioned by Howard, as 
himself : "Who’s there with you, “ 
Elvis" said: ‘Edgar Rosenberg, 
Joan River’s husband is here. Dr. 
Joyce Brothers husband is here too. 
They’re both glad to be here! Oh and 
Rudy Nureyev just got here. He said 
he’s lonely. I said, if you were so 
lonely you wouldn’t have the AIDS 
virus. Didn’t you see who was com- 
ing up behind you!" He concluded 
the Elvis bit with Elvis still begging 
for food and drugs and then a final: 
”Oh, Robin, lick me, I’m a stamp!" 


| 











"Soon they’ll 
have a Paula Abdul stamp. It’ll bea 
fatstamp. And a Soon Yi stamp - itll 


Howard as himself: 


taste like duck sauce. A Rhea 
Perlman stamp - no one will want to 
lick it! A Kathie Lee stamp - lick and 
you throw up! A Mary Jo Buttafuoco 
stamp -it’Il have a bullet hole init. A 
Robin Quivers stamp - extra sticky!" 


Robins laughed good naturedly. 
Amazing lady - apparently nothing 
fazes her, and she is never at a loss 
for words. 


Angela Bowie, who just wrote yet 
another book on her ex -husband, 
rock star David Bowie, was waiting 
in the wings to come on. Howard, 
discussing his upcoming guest: 
"She’s squealing on a guy she hasn’t 
been married to for 35 years." An- 
other group of ads came on, and then 
Howard started on a Woody Allen 
segment, with Woody being imper- 
sonated by Steve the Engineer, who 
effectively captured Woody’s mono- 

Continued on next page 
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tone. What followed was a string of 
allusions to Allen’s possible interest 
in sex with young children, and spe- 
cifically sex with his adopted five year 
old daughter Dylan and with Soon Yi 
("I gave Soon Yi an allowance any 
gook would love." - a comment I 
personally thought was pushing the 
envelope too far). Howard concluded 
this ribald section with a declaration 
that Woody would never get custody 
of his children because he had sex 
with Soon Yi, which he, Howard em- 
phatically declared that he finds mor- 
ally reprehensible. He ended this sec- 
tion with: "Woody, you should be 
ashamed of yourself." 


Next came The Mystery Caller. 
This proved to be none other than La 
Toya Jackson, who he soon invited to 
“Come down to the studio and we’ll 
get into some light petting.” Jackson 
stood up remarkably well under his 
nonstop sexual remarks, handling 
her end with grace and charm. Dur- 
ing the course of the conversation he 
asked her to put her husband/man- 
ager Jack Gordon on. Gordon took 
the call, and Howard began to criti- 
cize the man for not having sex with 
his wife- a state of affairs both par- 
ties comfortably acknowledged. 
Howard then asked La Toya “Are 
you a virgin, and is it because your 
father molested you? La Toya: 
”*Howard, sometimes you startle 
me." Howard then asked her: ’’Do 
you have a long tongue?" La Toya 
turned the pointless question around 
with: “Oh, Howard, you’re so 
open! I love that about you.” Good 
sport La Toya was rewarded with 
several plugs for her psychic line 
(though Howard did interject his 
opinion that ‘Nobody has supernatu- 
ral powers. If they did, it would be 
me!”) He also encouraged her to get 
in several plugs for her upcoming Pay 
Per View special featuring a group 
of topless dancers. 


After another commercial for Nutri 
System (1-800-321-THIN), Five 
Towns College, Di Fao Leasing Com- 
pany, etc., it was time to bring on 
Angela Bowie. He instantly de- 
manded to know why she was ex- 
ploiting her relationship with the 
rock star, and asked her if she 
planned to “go to your grave as Mrs. 
David Bowie.” Obviously upset, An- 
gela Bowie snapped back, “Don’t 
work my last nerve, Howard!" and, 
to Robin, *’Don’t start on me too, 
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Robin. The pair of you together!" 
She said she was leaving. Before she 
could go, Howard calmed her down, 
telling her he thought she was 
stronger, that she was acting too high 
strung and defensive. Her response, 
in a flirtatious, little girl tone, was: 
"Well, Howard, strange as it may 
seem, you can be quite frightening on 
occasion." Nonetheless, she stayed, 
and insisted that she had made her 
former husband by choosing his 
clothes, his costumes, his sets, his 
lifestyle. Her publicist, Gail Par- 
ento, who was by her side, chimed in 
that she’s known Angie 17 years and 


that "What Angie is saying is true - 


she made David Bowie. " Not miss- 
ing a beat, Howard asked Angie if 
she also wrote Bowie’s songs. To 
this, Angela Bowie allowed that 





David is "a very talented man." Af- 
ter a round of agreement by all that 
David is talented there was a bit 
more conversation, mostly from 
Howard about how Angie had "lost 
it," and then Angie and her publicist 
said they had to run off to the Maury 
Povitch show. After she was barely 
out of earshot, Howard began rag- 
ging on her to his troupe. "Talk 
about a voice that could curl steel," 
he said. 


Changing the subject, Robin got 
Howard going with items from the 
day’s newspapers. On Prince Char- 
les’? "phone sex" conversation with 
Camilla Bowe, he commented: "Did 
you ever see that woman he goes 
with? She looks like my grand- 
mother! That’s the Prince of Eng- 
land!" He also got worked up about 
Martina Navratilova’s lavish gifts to 
her ex-girlfriend, Judy: "Robin, you 








should go lesbian. Look at the gifts 
you get!" Through her omnipresent 
laughter, Robin agreed: "Martina 
sure knows how to romance a 
woman." 


Alas, the show was over. Whew! 
What a tour de force! The time had 
sped by, which is just what Howard 
Stern has said he had in mind, par- 
ticularly for those “drive time’? lis- 
teners like his father who are often 
stuck in their cars for long periods of 
time. After four and a half hours of 
steady listening, I should have been 
tired of listening, but I was actually 
sorry the show was over. I felt 
good, a kind of deja vu, like I’d just 
had a great conversation with a group 
of friends from college, after we'd all 
been studying round the clock and 
weren’t thinking too hard about what 
came out of our mouths. 


The truth is, I’m hooked. I want to 
hear more, be privy to more of this 
outrageous small talk. Yes, I guess 
I’m a “Sternie.” 


So what do you think. Does any of 
this offend you? Do you think 
Howard should have been kinder and 
gentler to rap groups, the KKK, John 
De Bella, Jackie and his Nutri System 
diet, old girlfriends with mental 
problems, all the women who ever 
rejected him, Joan Rivers, Dr. Joyce 
Brothers, La Toya Jackson, Elvis, 
Woody Allen and Soon Yi, Angie 
Bowie, Prince Charles and Martina? 


If so - where’s your sense of humor, 
babe? 
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é~ The Human Canvas 


When artist Mark C. Bell 
looks at the nude body of a beautiful 
woman, he sees much more than the 
obvious. In other words, he sees not 
only Mother Nature’s art- 
work, but the work of art 
he can create with acryl- 
ics, imagination, and, of 
course, enormous talent. 
For 6' 2", bearded, darkly 
handsome Mark is a mas- 
ter of his medium, a body 
painter supreme. 


“Bodies inspire me,” says 
Mark. “Particularly the 
female form.” While this 
inspiration is perfectly 
normal in a young, red- 
blooded male, what Mark 
is ableto do with his paints 
is extraordinary. Crowds 
form wherever he works. 
Where he works mostly 
these days is at Paradise © __ 
Lakes, an upscale nudist 
resort and residential nud- 
ist community of some500 
men, women and children 
in Land O’Lakes, Florida, 

just outside Tampa. i 


Working at close range 
with his acrylics, flat ny- © 
lon brushes, warm water | 
andsoft, feathery touches, 4 
the medium becomes the 5 

message as Mark pains- 
takingly creates a Tromp 
L’Oeue painting that uses 
the entire body. In one 
work, for example, he 
brought a pirate to life on a stunning 
young woman’s lower body, with her 
full red bush of pubic hair as the pirate’s 
beard. The result was a surprisingly 
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three-dimensional face that seemed to 
move and breathe. Likewise, the tiger 
he drew on one enthusiastic blonde’s 
body utilized her breasts as part of the 

























living landscape. Beyond the stunning 
end results, the experience of being 
painted was extremely enjoyable, as 
this model related. “His paintbrushes 


are so soft, it was like a caress,” she 
said. “And his intensity instudying my 
body was also a turn-on. I was hoping 
it would take a long time to finish!” 


* Actually Mark works 
not only well but fast. 
_ Even the most intricate 
' paintings take him at 
' most only one to four 
hours to complete. Does 
Mark finds it a turn-on 
| to work so close to such 

© glorious female pul- 
chritude? “Well, Ican’t 
say it’s never been 
erotic,” he confesses. 
“Tm far from immune. 
It’s areal fringe benefit 
to beable to approacha 
stranger and ask to do 
' something so personal 
to her, and then have 
her standing before 
you, totally willing and 
compliant. But I am 
also able to concentrate 
completely, and once I 
get started I work in 
small areas, so I often 
forget that this is a 
woman, not a canvas. 
And of course I am 
aware that my progress 
is being watched by 
many eyes. So I would 
say that I am not usu- 
ally detached but fo- 
cused. 


Born and raised in 
Sarasota, Florida, the 
37 year old artist, who is divorced, 
came from a creative and accomplished 
family. His mother was a pianist, and 
his late cousin, Joy Postle, a famous 












































artist. Mark attended the 
Ringling School of Art and 
Design and received his 
graduate degree from Wake 
Forest College. After com- 
pleting his formal studies he 
became an art director work- 
ing on product and packag- 
ing design. During that time, 
he also began drawing large 
murals, using acrylics. But 
body painting held a special 
attraction for him. 


“The first time, I was still in 
college, and some female 
classmates and I went to the 
Lake Como nudist resort, 
whichis right next to the Para- 
dise Lakes resort. We brought 
our sketch pads to do some | 
fife studies. I saw a woman 
with warm olive skin, a small 
waist, and a great backside. 
Her Arabesque shape and her 
skin somehow reminded me 
strongly of a cello. In fact, I 
asked her if I could paint a 


=was extremely 
receptive and 


came the cello. 
| That same day I 


_alistic frog on 
her body. She 
actually looked 
| like part of the 
‘scenery! The 
end result of 
' both these early 
‘efforts, as well 





us, was great for my self esteem. I guess 
from that point on I was hooked! I kept 
doing body painting, and luckily my 
technique and execution kept improv- 
ing. I kept challenging myself to do 
even more difficult and intricate work 
- but always with a whimsical flavor, 
since these are washable works of art 
that are not meant to last a lifetime.” 


What does last a lifetime is the joy that 
each subject gets from serving as a 
canvas - not to mention their enjoy- 
ment of the tingling brush strokes and 
the attention focused on them by both 
the handsome artist and the crowds 
who watch with amazement as each 
creation slowly takes shape before their 
eyes. But sometimes there is even 
greater satisfaction, as Mark relates. 


“One of the greatest experiences I had 
in body painting was with an elderly 
woman from Iowa. She was bald and 
had absolutely no breast tissue. I 
thought she had had cancer. But she 
and her husband told me she had been 
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severely abused and malnourished as a 
child and had just never developed 
normally. She was a sweet, shy woman 
who asked me hesitantly if I could paint 
breasts onher. I painted large, beautiful 
breasts on her, and then painted a sensu- 
ous Teddy over them. She was so de- 
lighted that she had tears in her eyes as 
she showed herself off to everyone. That 
night there was a lingerie contest in Club 
Fred, the Paradise Lakes resort’s club- 
house. She not only entered- she won a 
prize! Her husband said that getting up 
on stage was a major breakthrough for 
her. It made me feel wonderful!” 


In addition to acrylics, which can be 
washed off in the shower with soap and 
a washcloth, Mark sometimes uses an 
airbrush if he wants to work more 
quickly. This too will easily wash off - 
though some subjects have reportedly 
refrained from showering for days. 


When he’s not body painting, Mark 





works with businesses and decorators, 
creating customized artwork on com- 
mission. He also does theatrical set 
design, illustration work such as bro- 
chures, displays for such companies as 
Coppertone, and recently completed 
an original six foot cut out alligator 
with personality for an amusement 
park. One of the works he is most 
proud of is the Sistine Chapel type 
mural he painted on a friend’s ceiling 
in which he depicted a gigantic Satyr 
(witha faceremarkably like his friend’s) 
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reaching out for a blushing 
nymph. “I painted that on 
aladder, and gained a new 
appreciation of what 
Michaelangelo must have 
gone through,” the versa- 
tile and painstaking artist 
relates. 


Though he understandably 
prefers working on women, 
Mark has also been in- 
spired by men’s bodies. In 
one of his recent works, he 
painted a menacing wrap- 
around jaguar on the back, 
shoulders and scalp of a 
tall, muscular man with 
dark skin and a bald head. 
The result was a three-di- 
mensional jungle creature that seemed 
to take on a fife of its own with every 
breath and movement the man made. 


Has Mark ever dated the women he’s 
painted? "It doesn’t happen too often, 
but yes, of course I have, " he admits 
with a smile. “Let’s just say it’s a lot 
better form of introduction than 
asking a woman if she wants to 
go for a canoe ride. Also, you 
learn a lot about someone very 
quickly as you paint them. Not 
only through conversation, but 
also by how she holds herself. 
After all, most communication 
is non-verbal. And I’m not re- 
ally painting them, I’m painting 
on them, which is quite differ- 
ent from doing a portrait.” 


What does he see in his future 

with regard to body painting? 
“More of the same, I guess,” 
Mark reports. “I love what I’m 
doing. It’s a hobby, a joy, a 
labor of love. But I was so 
pleased when Vanity Fair high- 
lighted this little known art form 
with that wonderful cover of 
Demi Moore. Playboy had an 
illustrated article on body paint- 
ing 25 years ago, and I would 
like to approach them to do an 
updated article using some of 
my work. [really wouldn’t mind 
painting some of the Playmates! 








Also, having seen the Paradise Club’s beau- 
ties, lam inspired to work on theirbodiesfor 
a theme calendar or just paint some 
centerfolds for Paradise magazine.” 


EDITOR’S NOTE: Be our guest, Mark. 
The girls are lining up already. 
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The Opinion Page 


Michael Jackson's 
True Sexual Identity 


Whenever I see a photo of Michael 
Jackson, or watch him perform, I ask 
myself the same question: is it real or is it 


Memorex? As an avid Michael Jackson 


watcher, I am probably as puzzled as 
anyone else about what's really shakin' 
with this 34 year old mystery man. I was 
once at a charity ball when Michael 
Jackson, guest on honor, arrived carrying 
Emanuel Lewis in his arms. I even took a 
snapshot of this scene with my instant 
camera because I couldn't believe my own 
eyes. Sometime later I saw a magazine 
photo of Michael carrying his pet 
chimpanzee in his arms. Then 1 read that 
his new best friend was MacCauley 
Culkin. So those dates with Brooke 
Shields were not for real? What can you 
believe in! 


Some wags have said that Michael had all 
that cosmetic surgery in order to look 
more like Diana Ross. Then someone told 
me that he believes Michael and _ his 
supposed sister Janet were one in the 
same. And in truth, have you ever seen 
them in a room together! 


Let's get serious. Michael is a great talent 
- one of the most charismatic performers 
of all time. | mean, he's not Pavarotti, but 
for what he does, his (crotch grabbing) 
choreography and that breathy little boy 
(girl?) voice, the man (women?) is a star!! 


But - who does he fancy? I mean, what is 
his sexual orientation? That, dear hearts, 
is the $64,000 question. Is he heterosexual, 
bisexual, homosexual, polysexual or 
asexual? Could he possibly be a 
hermaphrodite, dependent on no one but 
himself on cold winter nights? 


I think there's a clue in his song, "Black 
or White." In it he exhorts us that it 
doesn't matter- or at least it shouldn't 
matter - if you're black or white. By the 
same token, it also shouldn't matter if 
you're gay or straight, sexually active or 
inactive, or even overly fond of your 
chimp. I mean, whose business is it 
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By Dieter Hail 

anyway! In the perfect world, we would 
all stop wondering and take this person at 
face value. The only problem is - which of 
his faces are we looking at? Are we being 
put on by a cunning publicity machine, or 
are we seeing a formerly abused and 
parentally exploited, permanently 
traumatized, self-loathing human being 
who gives us everything he's got on stage 
and off stage is frozen in perpetual 
starvation for a love he can never attain? 


On the recent three part network 
television mini-series on Michael Jackson, 
a documentated story was related that 
Michael, as a little boy, had made a pet 
out of a wild rat that was foraging around 
in the Jackson household. Night after 
night little Michael would bring cheese 
and other tidbits to this rat, even gave the 
creature a name, and tried to tame it. 
Apparently he was hungry for affection, 
and was reaching out to this rat as other 
love-starved children might reach out to a 
dog or cat. Oneday,his parents discovered 
what he was doing. They were so appalled 
by his attempt to make a pet out of a rat 
that they set a mousetrap and killed the 
rodent - and the future superstar and 














keeper of his own large private zoo - was 
devastated! 


Another story told on this program was of 
the Jackson Five's first meetings with 
Berry Gordy, head of Motown Records. 
Apparently young Michael was fascinated 
with the studio consoles and other 
technical equipment, and kept asking 
Gordy, who was fascinated by this 
obviously talented young man's intelligent 
questions and precocious interest, how 
each piece of equipment worked. It was 
obvious to observers back then that Berry 
Gordy truly liked Michael and respected 
his curiousity. But Michael's father, Joe 
Jackson, an abusive tyrant, discouraged 
the surrogate father aspect of this 
relationship and adamently forbid 
Michael to "bother" Mr. Gordy with his 
questions. Even then, the program 
illuminated for its viewers, Michael was 
reaching out for a father figure, and was 
suppressed and even severely punished 
for trying to satisfy his insatiable hunger 
for parental affection and acceptance - a 
hunger that apparently has lasted to this 
day. 





Gay friends of mine have commented 
that, in their observation, Michael's 
actions are that of a closet or repressed 
gay. But they also believe he is mot a 
practicing homosexual. Psychiatrist 
friends I asked about this suggest that a 
person with Michael's history and _ his 
adult behavior patterns may well be a 
split personality - highly functioning on a 
professional level, and on another, more 
basic level, desperately lonely and fearful 
of adult sexual interaction. But this of 
course is armchair psychiatry, and far 
from valid without much more detailed 
information. 


So who does Michel go to bed with? Well, 
maybe no one. Who would he like to go to 
bed with? The consensus is - probably no 
one. His in-house shrine to and close 
friendship with Liz Taylor and other 
older cult figures is as telling as his 
friendships with young boys and _ his 
fascination with his varied menagerie of 
both domestic and wild pets - all innocent, 
guileless and non-threatening beings who 
can assuage his need for returned 
affection and childlike play without fear 
of betrayal. At the same time, Michael's 
continuous redefining of his facial features 
via cosmetic surgery and his carefully 
androgenous appearance are additional 
indications of a severely troubled 
individual struggling with a lifelong 
identity crisis. The energy and compulsive 
drive he puts into his career make him the 
megastar he is. His remoteness and 
mystery only add fuel to the flames of his 
luminous fame. But when he is alone with 
himself, no amount of fame or luxury can 
substitute for the comfort and caresses 
that one achieves only through a loving 
relationship with another adult. 


Thus, the true and tragic secret of 
Michael Jackson's true sexual identity is - 
he doesn't have one! He is a mystery 
within a mystery within an enigma - a 
lonely little boy trapped in a man's body, 
singing his songs for the world as he once 
sang for his father. The world claps and 
cheers - and then he goes offstage, alone. 
Looking, perhaps, for his pet rat, who will 
never come back again. 





Why look you now, how unworthy a thing 
you make of me! 

You would play upon me; you would seem 
to know my stops. 

You would pluck out the heart of mystery; 
You would sound me from my lowest note 
to the top of my compass; 

And there is so much music, excellent voice, 
in this little organ, 

Yet cannot you make it speak. 

'Sblood, do you think I am easier to be played 
with than a pipe? 

You cannot play upon me. 


Hamlet, Act III, Scene III. 





Editor's Note: Do you have an opinion or commentary on any celebrity, politician, or other public figure 
that you'd like to share with our readers? If so, we welcome your contributions. You'll have the satisfaction 
of seeing your views in print, and will also receive free admission to the Paradise Club on the night of your 
choice as well as a free subscription to Paradise Magazine, if your essay is selected. Send your 
contributions to: Paradise Entertainment, P.O. Box 2116, New York, New York 10116-0242. 
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Dear Crabby... 








This is not an advice column, so 
don’t write in any absurd, thick- 
headed inquiries on how to upgrade 
your boring, mundane lives. I don’t 
answer questions, I just comment - 
when I want to and where I want to. 
Got it?! 


This month I’ve been asked to com- 
ment on the Prince Charles/Camilla 
Parker-Bowles situation. And 
there’s nothing I cherish more than 
an opportunity to comment... 


"The Prince Charles Love Tape" (as 
they’re so ridiculously choosing to 
call it), is undeniably fascinating, in 
that we all love a dirty glimpse into 
someone else’s most personal busi- 
ness. However, it’s always a letdown 
to find out that the heir to the throne 
can’t think of anything better to fan- 
tasize about than Tampax. 


For those of you who may be unfa- 
mniliar with the contents of the “Love 
Tape, ”below is an excerpt of the 
tape-recorded telephone call between 
Prince Charles and his “lover,” 
Camilla Parker-Bowles: 


CHARLES: The trouble is, I need 
you several times a week. 

CAMILLA: Mmm, so doI. Ineed 
you all the week. All the time. 

CHARLES: Oh God. I’ll just live 
in your trousers or something. It 
would be much easier. 

CAMILLA: (Laughs) What are 
you going to turn into? A pair of 
knickers? (Royal term 
for panties) (Both laugh.) Oh, 
you’re just going to come back as a 
pair of knickers. 


CHARLES: Or, God forbid, a 
Tampax. Just my luck. (Laughs.) 

CAMILLA: You are a complete 
idiot! (Laughs.) Oh, what a wonder- 
ful idea! 
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CHARLES; My luck to be chucked 
down a lavatory and go on and on 
forever swirling round on the top, 
never doing down! 

CAMILLA: (Laughing) Oh, dar- 
ling! 


CHARLES: Until the next one 
comes through. 

CAMILLA: Oh, perhaps you could 
just come back as a box. 

CHARLES: What sort of a box? 

CAMILLA: A box of Tampax. So 
you could just keep going. 

CHARLES: That’s true. 

CAMILLA: Repeating yourself. 
(Laughing). Oh, darling. Oh, I just 
want you now. 

CHARLES: Do you? 

CAMILLA: Mmm. 

CHARLES: So do I. 





I don’t think anyone would argue 
with me that Prince Charles appears 
to be a very sick man. But, as is often 
the case with many forms of mental 
illness, there may be something dat- 
ing back to childhood that triggers 
this abnormal behavior. Although I 
am not a psychiatric professional, I 
don’t think it takes one to figure this 
out. 


I had a neighbor as a child named 
Mr. Smith ( I swear that was his real 
name). Mr. Smith loved making a 
big deal about relieving himself, and 
referred to his toilet as his "throne." 
Although Mr. Smith was the first 
person to make this reference to me, 
I find as life goes on that the toilet is 
commonly referred to as "the 
throne." With this in mind, let’s 
think about Prince Charlie’s early 
memories. I?ll bet my next column 
that one of Charles’ first memories is 
of being told he is "the heir to the 
throne." If my wager is correct, then 
the chances are that Charlie may, like 
me, have encountered his very own 
Mr. Smith, who referred to his toilet 
as a throne. 


This sort of thing can be very con- 


fusing to a young, analytical mind. 
On the one hand he is being told he 
is "heir to the throne," which sounds 
so damn glamorous, and on the 
other, he discovers that throne equals 
toilet. It is only natural that this child 
considers himself "heir to the toilet" 
and finds himself later in life at- 
tracted to a woman named Parker- 





Bowles (as in "Toilet-Bowles") and 
fantasizing about dying and coming 
back as a Tampax swimming around 
a toilet "on and on forever." 


That’s the only explanation I can 
think of, and it makes perfect sense 
to me. Think of the other scandal 
lately: Joey Buttafuocco. Growing 
up with a name like that makes it 
inevitable that the guy can do abso- 
lutely nothing but be a sleazebag, "on 
and on forever." 
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Jokes And Quotes 


By Alejandra Flowers 








Somewhere on this globe, every ten seconds, there is a woman giving birth to a child. She must be found and 
stopped! 


Sex is no one's business but the three people involved. 
What most men desire is a virgin who is a whore. - Dahlberg 


What a man enjoys about a woman's clothes are his fantasies of how she would look without them. -Brendan 
Francis 


My obstetrican was so dumb that when I gave birth he forgot the cut the cord. For a year that kid followed 
me everywhere. It was like having a dog on a leash! -- Joan Rivers 


Last time I tried to make love to my wife nothing happened. So I said to her, "What's the matter, you can't 
think of anybody either?" --Rodney Dangerfield 


I've tried several varieties of sex. The conventional position makes me claustrophobic and the others give me 
a stiff neck or lockjaw. -Tallulah Bankhead 


The heaviest object in the world is the body of a woman you have ceased to love. 


It takes a woman twenty years to make a man of her son, and another woman twenty minutes to make a 
fool of him - Helen Rowland 


It is better to have loved and lost than never to have lost at all. - Samuel Butler 
The only solid and lasting peace between a man and his wife is doubtless a separation.- Lord Chesterfield 
I was married once. Now I just lease. 


My mother-in-law broke up my marriage. One day my wife came home early and found us in bed together. - 
Lenny Bruce 


Nobody ever committed suicide who had a good two-year-old in the barn. (Old farmers' joke) 
The good thing about being bisexual is - you're always assured of a date for Saturday night! -Woody Allen 


ONCE A MONTH. 


Husband: Say, hon, I heard that the women in Canada are paying $150. a night for a roll in the hay. I think 
I'll put in for my vacation and take a hike down there! 
Wife: Okay by me, dear. But I don't see how you will survive on $150. a month! 


Note to our readers: Share your favorite jokes or celebrity quotes with us. If your joke is published, we will 
comp. you one slow, sensuous touch dance with the Paradise dancer of your choice. So keep them coming, 
folks. This month's winner is one of our own - Alejandra Flowers, nice going Alex! Send your entries to: 


Paradise Entertainment, P.O. Box 2116, 
New York NY 10116-0242. Entries cannot be returned. 
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Mail Order Bride 


Sacks full of loving letters from hundreds of loveable women. 








My ad in a manila newspaper 
called The People’s Journal ran only 
once and cost a modest $28. It read: 

American freelance writer, 47, seeks 
Filipina in her 40s or late 30s to marry 
and live with in New York. Reply with 
photo to Norman Jackson,such -and- 
such street, New York NY 10011, 
USA. 


That fateful communication was 
destined to turn my life around. Simi- 
lar ads, either in The People’s Journal 
or in other Oriental newspapers that 
T’ll list in this article can do the same 
for any man. 


Meanwhile, why was an American- 
WASP advertising halfway around 
the globe for amate of another race? 
Curiousity had to be part of the rea- 
son. Oriental women have always 
fascinating me, but I have never got- 
ten it on romantically with one of 
them. My fascination withOriental 
women began at the age of twelve 
when I first heard the adage that 
their pussy cracks run on a slant like 
their eyes. The myth was taught us 
kids by a traffic crossing guard, 
Johnny the Cop. What a bullshitter 
Johnny was. Other racial/sexual 
myths he propogated included the 
one about Popeye being Italian. 
Why? Because he’s forever dipping 
his dick in Olive Oyl. Johnny further 
“educated” us by explaining the dif- 
ference between an American and an 
English girl. The English girl is the 
one who keeps a stiff upper pussy lip 
when you fuck her. 


As the years passed, my contacts 
with Orientals of both sexes created 
a favorable image of them in my 


mind. As a whole, they seemed in- 


dustrious, honest and civilized folk. 
To twist a cliche, I never met an 
Oriental I didn’t like. 


Finally, in the months prior to my 
advertising for a mail order bride, I 
became friendly with two Orientals 
whom I liked very much. Both were 


By Norman Jackson % 





women, both Filipinas. Lyn and 
Helen. 


Lyn was my supervisor on some- 
freelance copywriting that I didin the 
offices of the bank where she’s a 
middle level executive. Petite, 
pretty, smart as a whip. During the 
weeks we worked together, I devel- 
oped a huge crush on Lyn. I kept 
the crush to myself, though, for fear 
it would disrupt our business rela- 
tionship if she proved unreceptive to 
any advances I might make. We 
parted platonic friends, me more fas- 
cinated than ever by Oriental 
women. 


Helen is a lesbian. That meant I 
once again failed to rack up a sexual 


score with an Oriental object of affec- 


tion. But there’s no law against 
dreaming. As Helen and I got ac- 
quainted, I enjoyed several visits to 
her spotless apartment.where she 
and I and her young American lover 
Anne Marie fucked each other’s 
brains out in my fantasies. 


It was Helen who planted in my 
mind the idea of marrying a Phillip- 
ina. On two occasions, she heard of 
Phillipine women visitors to the USA 
who were willing to pay American 
men to marry them so they could stay 
on permanently. As I recall, each 
woman was offering about a thou- 
sand dollars. All the prospective hus- 
bands would have had to do was stay 
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married to the women for six months 
until they were issued their so-called 
“sreen cards.” i.e. U.S. government 
permission to to reside in the USA as 
long as the holder wishes. Guys mar- 
rying either of these Filippinas 
wouldn’t have had to live with them, 
support them, or even fuck them if 
they didn’t want to. All the women 
wanted was the use of their hus- 
bands’ American Citizenship to get 
permanent residency status for them- 
selves. 


As it turned out, both of Helen’s 
acquaintances found other husbands 
before I had a chance to meet them. 
I was disappointed at the time be- 
cause I would indeed have tied the 
knot with any half-way presentable 
specimen. Over and above the thou- 
sand dollars, the proposition had an 
aura of adventure that appealed to 
me. There was also my fascination 
with Oriental women. 


I decided to take the initiative. A 
phone call to the Phillipines Center in 
New York got me the address of The 
People’s Journal newspaper in Ma- 
nila. What the hell, I thought. I had 
nothing to lose. I was just testing the 
water. There was no obligation to 
marry any of the respondents to my 
ad if I didn’t feel like it. If indeed 
there were respondents. 


And so I placed the ad. The results 
were mind blowing. Over the follow- 
ing few weeks, fromt hat one short ad 
that ran just once, I got loving letters 
from no fewer than 350 Filipino 
women and girls! Forget the forties 
and late thirties age group specified 
in the ad, I was receiving seductive 
notes and photos from nymphets 
down to the age of seventeen. Al- 
though the dirty old man in me rev- 
eled in fantasie of fucking these 
young girls, my rational mind told 
me it would be a disaster to marry 
one. A thrty-year age difference 
doesn’t bode well for a marital rela- 
tionship once the thrill of the first 
fewfucks wears off. Therefore, I fo- 
cused my amorous attentions on 
more mature respondents to the ad. 


There ensued three months of cor- 
respondence with a select group 
(about fifteen) of Filipinas who 
struck me as the most intelligent, the 
prettiest, and the most loving of the 
350 who contacted me. What a sweet 
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bunch they were. Ruth, for exmaple, 
is a thirty-two-year-old editor with 
the Institute of National Language 
ofthe Phillipines Ministry of Educa- 
tion and Culture. She wrote to me, 
“1d love going to New York. Your 
Broadway plays have always fasci- 
nated me, so that I’d be thrilled to see 
some. Of course, going there would 
mean leaving my venue of work, my 
means of livelihood. If I were a 
hooker, it would be easy. I could just 
hook my way in.” 


Thirty-three-year-old Zennie, who 
teaches second grade, told me in one 
of her letters, “You know, when I 
was in high school, I dreamed of 
being a writer, too. I said to myself 
that I would take up journalism when 
I got to college, but then for some 
reason I changed my mind and so 
landed as a teacher. But I have no 
regrets about my chosen career. I 
feel happy and contented when I’m 
with my children. Yeah, I believe 
they are the ones who make this 
world happy.”’ 


And so it went. Sacks full of loving 
letters from hundreds of lovable 
women. I never forgot the fact that 
their primary interest wasn’t in me, 
a total stranger, but in the possibility 
of acquiring American citizenship. 
The whole world would move to the 
USA if it could. Nevertheless, I be- 
lieve that relationships of genuine 
caring did develop between me and 
the Filipinas with whom I became 
pen pals over those three months. I 
only wish there were fifteen of me so 
I could have married all of them. 


Finally, I decided that Ms. Sonia de 
Villa Fajardo, a young looking office 
worker of forty-two, standing 573" 
and weighing a huggable 115 pounds 
was Ms. Right - if she’d have me. I 
popped the question by mail. Sonia 
accepted by return mail. I tele- 
phoned her in Manila for our first 
spoken communication. Her cute ac- 
cent charmed the pants off me, mak- 
ing me yearn passionately for the day 
I'd be pulling the pants off her. In 
that introductory conversation, we 
sealed our pact to marry. 


The next step was to petition the 
U.S. Embassy in Manila for a Fian- 
cee Visa to allow Sonia to enter the 
United States. When all was said and 
done, the process would take four 
months. That was longer than we 





would have liked, but considerably 
shorter than the year or more some 
people predicted. 


My main contribution to the visa 
process was to kick it off by sending 
Sonia an Affidavit of Support to file 
with the U.S. Immigration office in 
Manila, promising that I would feed 
and house her and keep her off gov- 
ernment doles here in the States. 
Forms for this Affidavit can be ob- 
tained at any office of the Immigra- 
tion and Naturalization Service here 
and abroad. Readers planning to go 
through this procedure are advised 
to save themselves the extra trouble I 
went to. Fearing the Immigration 
office might think my modest income 
wasn’t enough to guarantee support 
of a wife, I prevailed on a wealthy 
uncle to sign an additional Affidavit 
of Support. Sonia told me later it 
wasn’t necessary, the Embassy ac- 
cepted my Affidavit without ques- 
tion, and didn’t even look at my 
uncle’s. 


At the appointed hour on the big 
day, I met Sonia’s flight at Kennedy 
airport. Whereas we’d both worried 
that we might not recognize each 
other from the photos we’d ex- 
changed, the recognition was instant 
and ecstatic. We fairly flew into each 
other’s arms. 


The next two weeks were hectic with 
seeing the sights of New York and 
with wedding preparations. We did 
the Empire State Building, the Circle 
Line boat tour around Manhattan, 
and the Statue of Liberty. The latter 
landmark was the one Sonia was most 
eager to see. When we went to Lib- 
erty Island, she showed what a patri- 
otic American-to-be she was by en- 
thusiastically climbing the stairs to 
Miss Liberty’s crown while this com- 
placent native American waited be- 
low. f 


We also cruised some of New 
York’s sexy scenes. At Show World 
Center, convent-raised Sonia was 
fascinated to see a man and woman 
screwing live on stage. A film loop of 
a woman getting fucked by a Labora- 
dor Retreiver blew her mind. And 
we were both humorously startled 
when one of the two cute girls to 
whom we were talking through the 
glass in a Show World conversation 
booth reaching into the other girl’s 
bikini and pulled out a cock. 


In bed, Sonia turned out to be sur- 
prisingly adventurous. I say surpris- 
ing because the Phillipines is a Catho- 
lic country, and Catholocism is syn- 
onymous with sexual repression. 
Nevertheless,my darling waskeen to- 
fuck frequently and in varying posi- 
tions. She also coaxed me into buying 
her the first dildo she says she’s ever 
owned. Her sexual language is like- 
wise unrepressed, more so than she 
knew at first. For example, although 
she was familiar with the word 
“fuck,”’? she wasn’t aware that it’s 
considered obscene. Thus, she 
didn’t know how cutely slutty she was 
talking when I’d be socking it to her 
in bed and she’d babble passionately, 
“Ooh! it’s so good to get fucked!” 


Sonia and I have been married for 
ten years now as I file this report. 
How has our relationship been? All 
I can say is that, through the years, I 
have become more fascinated with, 
and respectful of, the Oriental 
woman than I even thought possible. 
I can wholeheartedly tell you that I 
wouldn’t trade my mail order bride 
for all the first class stamps in Postal 
Service vaults. 


WANT TO TRY IT? 


The following list of newspapers lo- 
cated in various Oriental countries is 
included for the convenience of read- 
ers who would like to advertise for 
mail order brides. All the papers are 








English language publications. I sug- 
gest you compose your ad and send it 
to the paper(s), asking them to tell 
you the cost of the ad by return mail. 
When they do so, send them a money 
order, then sit back and wait for 
perhaps hundreds of letters to pour 
in from beautiful sirens to express 
their desire for your American bod! 


NOTE TO READERS FROM THE 
AUTHOR: “Good luck, gentlemen. 
I hope your quest is as fruitful as 
mine. If you’ll take the time to write 
tomeincareof Paradise Magazine, 


Td love to hear your adventures in 


courting your mail order bride.” - 
Norman Jackson 


People’s Journal 

Railroad Street, corner of 19th 
Street, Port Area, Metro Manila 
Phillippines. 


Asahi Evening News 
7-8-5 Tsukiji 
Chuo-ku, Tokyo 
Japan 


Japan Times 
4-5-4 Shibaura 
Minato-ku, Tokyo 
Japan 


Mainichi Daily News 
1-1-1 Hitotsubashi 
Chiyoda-ku, Tokyo 
Japan 


China News 

110 Yenping South Road 
Floor 

Taipei, Taiwan 


11th 


Straits Times 
390 Kim Seng Road 
Singapore 0923 


Korea Herald 

1-12, 3-GA Hoehyon-dong 
Chong-gu, Seoul 
Republic of Korea 


Korea Times 

14, Chunghak-dong 
Chingno-gu, Seoul 
Republic of Korea 


Hong Kong Standard 
1 Wang Kwong Road 
Hong Kong 
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Tired Of Shopping? 
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Hot Cocksuckers, Tight Assholes 


And Lots Of Wet Pussy! 
Avoid The 900 Rip-Off! 


-800-283-WETT 


$3/Min. MC/VISA Accepted -Discrete Billing Must be over 21 
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NO CREDIT CARD NEEDED! 
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BD We give it to Gua... 
24 hours/7 days 


fade SAL Y 


FOR GREAT PHONE SEX 
» DIAL ME NOW!!! 444-24 


TOTALLY NEW CONCEPT 









1-800-949-4323 
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Two Horny Roommates 
Looking For A Guy 
To Give It ToUs Hard 
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Here, There and Everywhere 








OFF THE BEATEN PATH 
Your choices for adult fun 

in Sin City 

and around the nation 


ENTERTAINMENT CLUBS 


THE PARADISE CLUB - 42 W. 33rd 
Street between Fifth Avenue and 
Broadway. 

Totally nude entertainment 7 days a 
week, Mon-Sat. 12 noon to 4 am, 
Sundays 4 p.m. to 2 am. Over 100 
beautiful dancers and an atmosphere 
designed to set the customer both on 
fire and at ease. Free admission at 
specified times, one drink minimum. 
Slow, sensuous touch dancing and table 
dancing available in VIP Lounge. 
Unique limousine ride with girl or girls 
of your choice also available. Also 
offers superb and affordable corporate 
and bachelor parties on and off-site. 
This is like no other club in America - 
must be experienced. Warning: The 
Paradise Club can become 
habit-forming! For additional 
information call 212-279-0181. 


PEEP SHOWS 


SHOW WORLD CENTER - 303 W. 42 
St. 212-247-6643. The Disney World of 
adult short-take action. Four floors 
includes booths and live stage dancing. 
Caters to every carnal craving, 
including one -on-one booth 
interactions with live transsexuals. 24 
hours, 7 days. 


SHOW CENTER -259 W. 42 St. 
212-302-2554, Live peeps on the 
upstairs Fantasia Floor. Downstairs - 
pre-op transsexuals in one-on-one 
booths. Videos and adult mags. for 
view and sale. 


ADULT ENTERTAINMENT 
CENTER: 488 8th Ave. 212-947-1590. 
Recently renovated, this center of 
scintillating porn offers some of the 





city's best, from 25 cent video booths to 
a wide selection of hard-core mags, 
toys, films and you name it. Open 24 
hours 7 days. 


ANN STREET ADULT 
ENTERTAINMENT CENTER 71 
Anne St. 212-267-9760. "Bullpen 
Cinema" shows all-male films. Wall 
Street crowd of both straights and gays 
enjoy the 16-channel booths that cater 
to every whim. 11 to 1 am. 


LES GALS-136 W. 42 ~~ St. 
212-391-0005. One-on-one fantasy 
booths and live peeps available, along 
with video peeps. Toys, mags and usual 
paraphernalia, plus Europe titles for 
both straights and gays. 24 hours. 7 
days. 


JOY WORLD CENTER - 244 W. 42 
St. 212-869-8655. Booths in the back, 
videos, books and toys up front. Round 
the clock. 


XTASY VIDEO CENTER- 691 8th 
Ave. 212-262-0178. Safe, clean sex 


boutique with peeps along with straight, 
gay and bondage materials for viewing 
and sale. Day and night. 





ne 


LES SEX SHOPPE - 227 W. 42 St. 
212-221-9520. 25 cents a pop peeps 
through naughty novels. Monday 
through Sunday 9 am to midnight. 


PORN THEATERS-MANHAT. 


CAPRI CINEMA - 8th Ave. at 46th St. 
212-221-3229. 

CIRCUS CINEMA - Broadway at 49th 
St. 212- 489-9290. 


HAREM - 

212-354-0333. 
HOLLYWOOD THEATER - 777 8th 
Ave. 

NEW DELUXE THEATER - Bath Ave. 
718-372-4400. 

NEW KING THEATER - 356 W. 44th 

St. 212-582-8714. 

ROXY TWIN THEATER - 244 W. 42 
St. 212-921-4628. (We give this one 4 
LIPS!) 

SHOW PALACE THEATER - 672 8th 
Ave. 

VENUS CINEMA - 
St. 212-221-2254. 


BOOKSTORES - VIDEOS 


249 W. 42 St. 


8th Ave. at 45th 


VIDEO CENTER - 113 W. 42 St. 
Includes peeps. 212- 
SHOW PALACE - 
212-391-8820. Best! 
Lips) 

THIRD AVENUE BOOK AND VIDEO 
127 3rd Avenue. 212-533-6550. 
CUPID'S - 55 W. 38th 
212-768-7965. 

CHRISTOPHER STREET BOOK 
SHOP 217 Hudson St. 212-463-0657. 
ADULT CENTER - 672 8th Ave. 
212-921-2127. 

BACK DATE MAGAZINES - 304 W. 
40th St. 212-695-4897. 

COURAGEOUS BOOKS - 250 W. 42 
St. 212-944-1050. 

FAMOUS SPORTS VIDEO - 32 W. 
39th St. 212-398-6690. (Fetishists, et al) 
LA CARNIVALE 39 E. 30th St. 
212-779-3165 (For S/M enthusiasts). 
TWO- FIFTY BOOK CENTER- 250 
w. 42 St. 212-354-1513. 

TWO0-FIFTY ONE-SEVEN WEST-251 
W. 42 St. 212-247-8674. (Specialty- 
Europe). 

MANHATTAN VIDEO - 60 W. 39th 
St. 212-354-6890. 

KINEMATICS - 61 W. 37th St. 


670 8th Ave. 
(We give this 4 


St. 


SWING CLUBS 
LE TRAPEZE -17 E. 27th Street. 212- 
Continued on next page 
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532-0298. Open Tues. through Sat. 
from 9 p.m. to 5 am. This is the oldest 
and most experienced on-premises club 
in town. Age range and level of 
attractiveness of couples varies widely, 
so pays to try the club more than once. 
Extensive buffet, hot tub, lockers, all 
included. Private and mat rooms. Free 
masseur for the ladies Wed., Fri. and 
Sat. nights. Some theme night specials. 
Call for fees and _ additional 
information. 


CHECKMATES - 212-686-5477, A 
Saturday night only on-premises club. 
Midtown location. Younger set, 
generally high level of attractiveness. A 
billiards table, lots of couches for 
getting acquainted, beautifully 
decorated and mirrored ambiance with 
private rooms, showers, complimentary 
nibbles and punch. BYOB. Admission 
$70 per couple; $35 for the lone female. 


EXECUTIVE SUITE - 718-271-7077. 
Located in Queens, this is an 
off-premises club with a lively, friendly 
crowd. Couples pay $25 first visit, $40 
additional visits. Single guys pay $85 
for their first visit, $75 thereafter. 
Single gals are admitted without 
charge. Homemade buffet and free 
drinks, Call for address and additional 
information. 


UNDERCOVER- Long Island based 
off-premises swing club for couples 
only. Saturday nights only. Dancing, 
dinner, drinks. $25 for couples with no 
extra membership fees. For more info 
write Undercover at PO BOX 242, 
Lindenhurst, NY or call 516-349-8847. 


S/M CLUBS 


THE VAULT - 28 9th Ave. 
212-255-6758. No exchange of bodily 
fluids, but everything else goes. This is 
the infamous Hellfire Club revamped. 
Reputedly, this club is where much 
Madonna's new photo book SEX was 
shot. Like a trip to the lower reaches of 
heil for those so inclined. Thursday 
and Sun. 8 p.m. to 3 am; 11 p.m. to 6 
am Fridays and Saturdays. Wide range 
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of prices for members, non-members, 
women, crossdressers, etc. But all fees 
fall in $10 to $30 category, so it's a 
bargain for the "whip me" and leather 
set. Note: Fridays from 7 to 11 p.m. 
are exclusively for lesbians and other 
girls. BYOB. 


PADDLES AT ZONE TK - 540 W. 21st 
St. 212-463-8599. This public dungeon 
is a cornucopia of delights of the dark 
side , featuring among other fun 
activities live fetish shows every 
Wednesday ((spanking, whipping, 
bondage, etc.) Amd there's a monthly 
slave auction. Couples are admitted 
every fourth Saturday and then only 
from 7 to 11 p.m.. $25 admission for 
males, $5 for females and TVs. 


FETISH FACTOR - 212-388-2223. An 
East Village club for the serious S/M 
player. Dress code includes leather, 
latex, corsets, PVC. Dungeons (no 
dragons), fashion shows, buffet, door 
prizes. Call for additional information 
and location. 


THE NEW LOFT/WHIPPING POST - 
39 E. 30th St. 212-779-3165. Bondage 
shows with attractive mistresses 
downstairs in The Whipping Post, 
which boasts a cabaret ambiance; 
Upstairs is The New Loft with 
mistresses on call for private sessions 
with individuals and even groups. 
BYOB. The Post is open Tues. thru 
Sat. from 9 p.m. on; with live shows 
Thurs. - Sat. The Loft is open Mon. 
thru Sun. from 1 p.m.. Admission is 
$30. 


BOUTIQUES 


THE PLEASURE CHEST - 156 7th 
AVE. SOUTH 212-242-2158. Part of a 
national chain, this is a high end in 
prices , but also very well-stocked adult 
toy shoppe. 


THE PINK PUSSYCAT- 167 W. 4th St. 
212-243-0077. A high-rated erotica 
emporium with two floors of just about 
everything for both novice and pro. 
The staff is friendly and helpful. 


COME AGAIN - 353 E. 53rd St. 
212-308-9394. Lotions, toys, novelties, 
books - something for everyone in a 


relaxed, helpful, 
atmosphere. 


non-condescending 


-EVE'S GARDEN - 119 W. 57 St. Suite 
420. 212-757-8651. Run by women for 
women. Men allowed only with female 
companion. Before you cop an attitude 
-this is truly a great place to bring that 
special lady for a special "gift that 
keeping on giving." 


LEE'S MARDI GRAS - 565 10th Ave., 
2nd floor 212-947-7773. Also second 
location at 400 W. 14th St. TV/TS 
cross-dressing boutique, from big size 
ladies shoes to corsets and cosmetics. 


SIZZLING SENSATIONS - 276 W. 43 
St. 212-819-0080. Costumes and 
role-play outfits for every occasion and 
mood, from French Maid _ to 
glow-in-the-dark G-strings, Also 
leather and latex. Clean, well run with 
a knowledgeable and friendly staff. 


THE NOOSE - 261 W. 19th St. - 
212-807-1789. Mainly for hard-core 
S/M crowd. Strong gay clientele. 
Leather, latex and PVC fetish wear. 
Unusual toys and equipment at 
reasonable prices. 


CONDOMANIA - 351 Bleeker St. 
212-691-9442. This boutique caters to 
one organ only. But what a selection! 
From smiley faces to glow-in-the-dark 


rubbers, they've got it all. Open 
Mon.-Thurs.. 11 a.m.-11 p.m., 
Fri.-Sun., 11 am - 12 am. 

ACQUIESCE - 212-644-1020. A 


unique swing club in that this one, 
which will soon celebrate ten years in 
business, actually allows single males. 
Somewhat seedy, with lots of voyeur 
action, not to mention the xxx-videos all 
around in both lounge and swing areas. 
Great for the voyeur in you! Single 
men pay $120 first visit, $110 
thereafter; couples $80; single women 
$25. Note: a three hour time limit is 
strictly enforced, Call for additional 
info., reservations and location . 


THE GAUNTLET - 144 Fifth Ave. at 
E. 19th St. 212-229-0180. This is the 
long-awaited Manhattan outlet of the 
West Coast body-piercing emporium 
shop. 





U.S. and Canada 


Club Directory 





Arizona 


BARE ELEGANCE-—.4824 W. Imperial Hwy. Phoenix, AZ 
85024. [602] 264-8476. 

BOURBON STRET--110 S. San Francisco Street. Flag- 
staff, AZ 85016. (602) 774-4887 


CENTERFOLDS CABARET-2031 W. Peorla. 30 Phoe- 
nix, AZ 85029. (602) 678-4664. 

DREAMSTREET-~2130N. Oracle. Tucson, 31 AZ 85795, 
(602) 884-7210. 


EXCALIBUR—-4516 N. 19th Ave., Phoenix. AZ 85015. 
(602) 249-3804, 

FOX DEN-1137 N. Scottsdale Rd., Phoenix. AZ. (602) 
990-0533. 

GREAT ALASKAN BUSH C0.--2980 N.W. Grand. 
Phoenix. AZ 85019. (602) 254- 2909. 

HIGH LIGHTER-—4716 North 12th Street, Phoenix. AZ 


85006. (602) 234-0128. 

MILE HIGH CLUB—1926 W. Deer Valley Rd., Phoenix. 
AZ. (602) 780-8502. 

SHA NA NA~3522 N.W. Grand Avenue. Phoenix. AZ 
85019. (602) 242-8147. 

SQUEEZE B0X-—4420 E. Thomas, Phoenix. AZ. (602) 
840-5143. 

STAGES 825 N. 1st St., Phoenix. AZ 85004. (602) 254-6900 

REFLECTIONS—2406 So. Cushman. Fairbanks. AK. 
99701. (907)456-3748. 

BABES 2011 N. Scottsdale, Phoenix. AZ, (602) 947-7114. 

BANDAIDS SHOW LOUIIGE-2548 N. 7th Street. Phoe- 
nix. AZ 85006. (602) 254-0811. 

BODY SHOP—3790 N.W. Grand Avenue. Phoenix, AZ 
85019. (602) 433-7887. 

BOURBON STREET—2901 E. Thomas. 
$5016. (602) 956-9650. 


California 


ANGELS-2310 W. Pacific Coast Hwy.. Long Beech CA 


90810. (213)435-7320 
BARE ELEGANCE- 4824 W. Imperlal Hwy., Inglewood 


CA 90304, (213)649-1100. 
BIG AL’S 556 Broadway. San Francisco, CA 94133. (415) 


982-7785, 
BODY SHOP 3776 Riley., San Diego. CA 92110. (619) 


574-9696. 

BODY SHOP-8250 W. Sunset Bivd.. Los Angeles. CA 90046. 
(213)656-1401. 

CAPTAIN CREAMS-1060 Pomona Rd.. Corona. CA 
91720. (714) 951-5052. 

CAPTAIN CREAMS—23642 Rock Field Bivd., El Toro. 
CA 92630. (714) 737-7733 

CENTURY LOUNGE--5601 W. Century Bivd., Inglewood. 
CA 90304. 

(213) 641-NUDE. 

CLUB 400.--1400 Alhambra Blvd., 

Sacramento. CA 95816. (916) 455-3400. 


Phoenix, AZ 





CRAZY GIRLS--1433 N. La Brea Ave.. Hollywood 
CA90028. (213) 989-0055 

DEJA VU-1524 Golden State Highway. Bakersfield. CA 
93308. (805) 322-7300. 

DEJA VU—5224 Mission Blvd. Ontario. CA 91761. (714) 
628-9105. 

DIRTY DAN’S—.939 N. Hill. Oceanside. CA 92054. (619) 
722-7123. 

DIRTY DAN’S.—2431 Pacific Coast Hwy., San Diego. CA 
92101. (619) 233-7359. 

DIRTY DAN’S—4000 Kearny Mesa Road. San Diego. CA 
92111. (619) 278-2230, 

FRITZ. THAT’S IT--9747 E, Artesia Blvd., Bellflower. CA 
90706. (213) 925-2308. 

HOLIDAY-—10915 Norwalk Blvd. Santa Fe Springs. CA 
90670. (310) 944-6584 

HOLLYWOOD TROPICANA~1250 N. Western Ave.. 
Hollywood. CA 90029. (213) 464-1653. 


LES GIRLS-790 Riley. San Diego. CA 92110. (619) 
295-1484. 
MARKET ST. CINEMA~1077 Market Street. San 


Francisco. CA 94103. (415) 621-9116. 
NEW CENTURY THEATRE~816 Larkin., San Francisco, 
CA 94109. (415) 776-3045. 
NEW JET STRIP--10624 Hawthorne. 
90304. (213) 671-1100, 
NIGHTLIFE--3064 El Cajon Blvd., San 
Diego. CA 92104. (619) 283-6565. 
O’FARRELL THEATRE-895 O’ Farrell. San Francisco. CA 
94109. (415) 776-6686. 


Colorado 


DEJA VU 2145 B Street. Colorado 
(719) 576-7724. 

DIAMOND CABARET 1222 Glenaarm Denver. CO 80202. 
(303) 571-4242. 

LANDING STRIP—7055 E. 54th PI., Commerce City. CO 
$0022. (303) 288-3030. 

MILE HIGH SALOON--445 E Virginta Ave., Denver. CO. 
(303) 399-5606. 

PT’S.—1601 W. Evans. Denver. CO 80223. (303) 934-9135. 


Lennox. CA 


Springs. CO 80906. 


SATURDAY HIGHT LIVE-—7950 Federal. Denver. CO 
80221. (303) 428-7042. 

SATURDAYS-8315 E. Colfax Avenue. Denver. CO 80220. 
(303) 377-0207. 

SHOTGUN WILLIES—490 South Colorado 
Denver. CO 80222, (303) 779-8127. 

TNTS—4630 Austin Bluff Parkway. 

Colorado Springs. CO $0418. 

(719) 531-9398. 

BOTTOMS UP—701 Main St.. Torrington. , CT 08790. (203) 
489-2947 

FOX CAFE-213 Chase Avenue, Water- but,. CT 06704. 
(203) 755-5541. 


Bivd., 


GIN DEE’S—439 Derby Ave.,West Haven., CT 06516. (203) 
397-8491. 

HIDEAWAY-—44 Poplar SL., Stamford. CT. 6907, (203)357- 
1038. 

MR. HAPPY’S-103 Homer Street, Waterbury, CT. 06704, 
(203) 574-0096 


Connecticut 


OASIS SHOW LOUNGE.—925 Post Road E.. 
CT 06880. (203) 454-9787. 

ROSIE’S LOG & LANTERN-170 Yantle Road. Yantic. 
CT 06389, (203)887-0482. 

RUBY T’S 2068 E. Main St., Bridgeport. CT G6610. (203) 
579-0650. 

STAGE DOOR JOHNNIES-169 East StreeL_ New Haven. 
CT 06511. [203] 496-8845. 

THURSDAY’S DEN--2362 Fairfield Avenue. 
CT 06605. (203) 336-8956. 

AL’S-145 W. Service Road. Hart- lord. CT 06120. (203) 
247-5510. 

UNCLE DAVE’S 776-7782 Capitol Avenue. Hartford. CT 
06108, (203) 232-4591, 


District of Columbia 


CAMELOT NITE CLUB--1823 M St. N.W., Washington, 
DC 20036, (202) 887-5956. 

JP’S NIGHT CLUB-—2412 Wisconsin Ave., NW. Washing- 
ton. DC 20007. (202) 333-7625. 

ROYAL PALACE~1805 Connecticut Ave. NW.Washing- 
ton. DC 20009. (202) 462-2623 


Florida 


Westport, 


Bridgeport. 


BOOBY TRAP-2840 Hammondville Rd., Pompano 
Beach. FL 33069. (305) 973-6888 
CHEETAH 111-497 N.W. 31st. Avenue. Pompano 


Beach. FL 33069. (305) 971-2600. 

CHRISTENE’S 4024 N. Davis Hwy., Pensacola. FL 32503. 
(904) 438-0711. 

CLASS ACT-—2317 E. Fletcher Ave., Tampa Bay. Ft_33612. 
(813) 979-0254. 

CLUB DIAMONDB-1000 No.Congress. West Palm Beach. 
FL 33409. 

(407) 683- 4575 

CLUB JUANA—6150 S. U.S. Hwy. 1792. 
FL. (407) 831-7717. 

DIAMOND DOLLS-1401 N, Powerline Rd.. Pompano 
Beach. FL 33060. (305) 972-3400. 

DIAMOND DOLLS-—9034 US 19. Pt. 
(813) 846-8477. 

DIAMOND DOLLS-16361 U.S. 19. Clear water, FL 34625. 
(813) 538-2295. 

DOLL HOUSE-3561 N. Federal Hwy., Pompano Beach, 
FL 33064. (305) 782- 1604. 

DOLL HOUSE—5570 S. Orange Blossom Tr., Orlando, 
FL 32809, (407) 857-3573. 


Fern Park. 


Richey, FL 34668, 
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FOUNTAIN BLUE CABARET~-12734 Starkey Road, 
Largo, FL 34643, (305) 585-4345. 

FOXY LADY—3650 Fowler St., Ft. Meyers. FL 33907, 
(813) 936-2375. 

GOLDFINGERS 3299 N. Federal Hwy., Pompano Beach, 
FL., (305) 941-GOLD 

HEAVENLY BODIES 5881 34th St. North. St. Petersburg, 
FL 33714. (813) 521-2040. 

MOLLY BROWNS--542 Seabreeze Blvd., Daytona Beach, 
FL 32118. (904) 255-5966. 

MONS VENUS—2040N. Dale Mayberry. Tampa. FL33607, 
(813) 875-2762. 

ODYSSEY--2309 N. Dale Mayberry. 
(813) 877-6406. 

ORGAN GRINDER-13045 S.W.87 Avenue. Miami, FL 
33176. (305) 255- 5258. 


Tampa, FL 33607, 


Georgia 


2AK CLUB-—2284 Cheshirebridge Rd. N.E.. Atlanta. GA 
30324. (404) 320-1923. 

CHEETAH ELITE--134 Baker St. N.E., Atlanta. GA 30308. 
(404) 681-1100. 

CHEETAN III-887 spring street N.W., Atlanta. GA 30308, 
(404) 892-7377. 

CLERMONT LOUNGE--789 Ponce de Leon Ave. N.E., 
Atlanta. GA 30307. (404) 874-4783. 

DANCERS--1400 Northside Dr. N.W., Atlanta. GA 30318. 
(404) 352-0532. 

FANNIES—4401-C Fulton Ind. Blvd., Atlanta. GA 30336. 
(404) 696-8355. 

FOXX LOUNGE-2546 Stewart Ave., Atlanta. GA 30315. 
(404) 763-4445. 

GOLD CLUB2416 Piedmont Road N.E., Atlanta. GA30324. 
(404) 233-1210. 

GOLD RUSH~—2608 Stewart Avenue. Atlanta. GA 30315. 
(404) 766-2532. 

HOT SPOT LOUNGE--1905 Piedmont Rd. N.E., Atlanta. 
GA 30324. (404) 892-0063. 


Illinois 


ADMIRAL THEATRE-3936 W. Lawrence Ave., Chicago. 
IL 60625. (312) 478-8111. 

BIG AL’S--519 Main Street, Peorla. IL 61651. (309)673- 
9893. 

HEAVENLY BODIES—1300 S. Elmhurst Road. Elk Grove 
Village. Chicago. IL 61651. (708)806-1120. 

LAND OF MINT & HONEY--180 Sinsinawa. E. Dubuque. 
IL 60622. (815) 747-9999. 

PT’S SHOW CLUB—400 Monsanto Drive. Saugel, IL 
60651. (618)274-4500. 

PT’S SHOWCLUB—200 Mansanto Ave. East SL Louls. IL 
62206. (618) 274-4500. 

PT’S SHOWCLUB-Rte. 13 at 157. Centreville. IL. 
(618)337-4400 

RASCALS-3356 N. Halstead. Chicago. IL 60657, (312)777- 
4310. 

THE MARQUEE-2132 Business Route 20, Belvedere, IL 
61008, (815) 547-7458. 


Massachusetts 


ALEX’S SUPPER CLUB--Route 138. Sloughton. MA 
02072. (617) 344-2175. 

ANTHONY’S—500 New Ludlow Rd. South Hadley. MA 
01075. (413)536-0502. 
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BLUE MOON LOUNGE-130 Frost Rd. 
01879. (508) 649-9018 

CRUISERS—P.O, Box 311. North Webster, MA. 46555. 
(219) 834-7371. 

FIFTH ALARM-—775 Worthington St., 
MA 01105. (413) 737-0615. 

FUZZY 6RAPE--Thompson Road. Webster. MA 01570. 
(508) 943-9774. 

GLASS SLIPPER—15 La Grange Street, Boston. MA 02116. 
(617) 338-2290. 

GOLDEN BANANA-151 Newberry Street. 
MA 01960. (508) 535-9777. 


Kingsboro. MA 


Springfield. 


Peabody. 


Michigan 


HENRY VIII-1257 Boston Rd., Springfield. MA01119. 
(413) 782-7709. 

MAX 2-176 Boston Road. Biflerica. MA.01821. (508)667- 
71642. 

NAKED EYE-666 Washington. Boston, MA 02124. (617) 
426-7462. 

SQUIRE LOUNGE—04 Squire Road., Revere, MA. (617) 
289-7000. 

TOM CARUSO’S CELEBRITY LOUNGE- 1050 Revere 
Beech Parkway. Chelsea. MA. (617) 889-4911. 

ANTEKS.--5311 E. Outer Drive. Detroit. MI 
(313)526-3733. 

ATLANTIS-863 Dix. Lincoln Park. MI. 48146. (313)382- 
1144. 

BODY ROCK CAPE-19245 W. Eight Mile. 
MI 48219. (313) 535-6224. 

BOGARTS LOUNGE-30100 Michigan. Inkster, MI 48141. 
(313) 595-6677. 


48234. 


Detroit, 


Nevada 


ALLEY’S-—3209 Industrial Road. Las Vegas, NV. 89109. 
(702) 732-0046. 

CAN-CAN ROOM--3155 Industrial Road., Las Vegas. NV 
$9109. (702) 737-1161. 

CHEETAH’S-—2112 Western. LBs Vegas, NV. 89109. 
(702)384-0074, 

CRAZY HORSE T00--2476 Industrial Rd., Las Vegas NV. 
89102. (702) 382-8003. 

GLITTER GULCH-20 E. Fremont St. Las Vegas, NV 
$9101. (702) 385-4774 

LARRY’S VILLA--2401 W. Bonanza Road, Las Vegas. NV 
$9106. (702) 647-2713. 

LOOK INN—1024N. Boulder Hwy., Henderson, NV. 89015. 
(702} 564-7865. 

NASTY’S 4034 S. Paradise Road, Las Vegas, NV. $9109. 
(702) 737-6959. 

OLYMPIC GARDEN--1531 LBs Vegas Blvd. 
Las Vegas. NV. 89104. (702) 385-8987 

PALOMINO CLUB-1848 N. Las Vegas Blvd., North Las 
Vegas, NV. 89101 (702) 642-2984. 

PUSSYCAT-~4416 Paradise Rd., Las Vegas, NV. $9102. 
(702) 733-8666. 


South, 


New Jersey 


AJ’S LOUNGE-201 Secaucus Road, Secaucus, NJ 07094. 
(201) $67-2055 

BOURBON STREET--927 Rte. 9 Sayerville, NJ 08872. 
(201)525-0525. 

BOX CAR II-Union Sq., Philipsburgh. NJ 
(908)454-7949 


08865. 








BREATHLESS LOUNGE-—-876 Hart Street. Rahway. 
NJ 07065, [201)574-2319. 
CHECKMATE--619 Route 18 South, Lake Hopatcong, 


NJ 07849, (201) 663-0424. 

CHEEQUE’S—-1230 E. Linden Avenue. Linden, NJ. 07036, 
(201)925-1 064. 

DANCING LADIES--201 Route 22 East Green Brook, NJ 
08812, (201) 752-4080. 

FRANK’S CHICKEN HOUSE-22 Washington Avenue. 
Manville. NJ 08835. (908)707-8399. 

GALAXY 2000-149 South Street. Newark, NJ. 07114, (201) 
817-9637. 

GET TOGETHER LOUNGE-1061 Mill Creek Rd., 
Manahawkin. NJ 08050, (201) 469-1395. 

GO-GO RAMA-Highway35, Lawrence Harbor, NJ. 08879. 
(908)566-0080. 

GUY’S LA VIE EN ROSE-108 Market Street. Paterson. 
NJ 0750S. (201) 977-9622. 

HEART BREAKERS-609 Bloomfleld Avenue. Bloomfield, 
NJ. 07003. (201) 748-5848. = LECTRIC LADY—751 Wash- 


Ington Avenue, 


Belleville. NJ 07109. (201) 450-1998. LOOKERS-789 
Dowd Avenue. Elizabeth, NJ. 07201 (201) 351-1231. 

MY FAIR LADY—296 Morris Ave., Elizabeth, NJ. 07208. 
(201) 820-0770. 

NAVAL BASE-—3711 Dell Ave.,N. Bergen, NJ. 07047. (201) 
866-8696. 

NIGHT LIFE LOUNGE-220 Ferry Street, Newark. NJ. 
07703. (201)465-1624. PLAYGROUND-2405 Pacific Ave., 
Atlantle City, NJ 08401. (609) 347-1234. 

PLAYHOUSE-—Route 130 and Dugan Drive. Burlington, 
NJ. 08016. 

SAINTS & SINNERS---442 Valley Road, West Orange, NJ. 
07052. (201) 675-3117. 

SHOOTERS 1235 W. Chestnut, Elizabeth, NJ 07201 (201) 
851-9808. 

SILKY’S 2160 Black House Pike. McKee City, NJ. 08232. 

SMILES IIl-Ledgewood Circle. Ledgewood, NJ. 07852. (201) 
584-8380. 

SPANKY’S —290 Watchung Avenue. W.Orange, NJ. 07052. 
(201) 669-0333. 

TEEZER-36 Broadway. Passaic, NJ. 07508. (201) 614- 
TITS. 


New York 


BILLY DEAN-56-01 Queens Blvd., Queens. NY 11377. 
(718) 899-9031. 

BILLY*S TOPLESS—729 6th Avenue. New 
10010. (212) 989-3373. 

BLACK GARTER-35 Androvette St. Staten Island, NY. 
(718) 967-3705 

BOTTOM LINE--234 Wolf. Syracuse, NY 
422-5784. 

CABARET-—2937 86th St, Brooklyn, NY. (718) 265-1147. 


York. NY 


13208. (315) 


CENTERFOLD—9 Main St. Binghamton, NY. 13905 (607) 
722-9095. 

CITY LIGHTS—767 Yonkers Avenue, Yonkers, NY10704 
914-968-8080. 

CLUB CHEETAH~1496 Flatbush Ave., 
(718) 421-4591. 

CLUB DIAMOND DUST-110 Gatchell Street. Buffalo. NY 
14212. (716) 681-2280. 

DIAMONDS-1546 62nd St. Brooklyn. NY 11219. 
(718)232-1616. 


Brooklyn. NY. 


FANTASY ISLAND-173 Main St. Nyack, NY.10960. 
(914)358-0301. 

FANTASY NIGHTS 1201 N. Solina. Syracuse, NY.13208 
(315)423-9611 

FLASH DANCERS 1674 Broadway. New York, NY. 10019. 
(212)977-8168. 
~ GALLAGHERS II--123-05 28th Ave., College Point, NY. 
11354. (718) 539-0242 

GALLAGHERS-—-39-33 Queens Blvd., Sunnyside. NY. 
11101. (718)937-8756. 

GAS LIGHT PARLOUR-141 E. Sunrise Hwy., Linden- 
hurst, Long Island, NY. 11157. (516) 888-9098. 

GOLDFINGERS 11-262 11th Ave., New York, NY. 10011 
(212) 760-0909. ; 

GOLDFINGERS--92-77 Queens Bird., Forest Hills. NY 
11374. (718)896-4676. 

GORDONS-146-16 Hillside Avenue., Jamaica. NY 11435. 
(718)658-3811. 

HIDEAWAY-—504 Atlanticc Ave., Rochester., NY 14609. 
(716) 482-0633. 

HONEY BUNS-127 E. 47th Street, New York, NY 10017. 
(212)688-7832. 

JANIS—Route 6, Slate Hill, NY 10973 (914) 355-2494. 

JUNCTION-County Route 37. New Hampton, NY 10958. 


LACE-195 Rte. 303. West Nyack. NY 10994. (914)353-8000. 
MERRY-GO-ROUND--45-15 Queens Blvd., Queens. NY 


11104. (718) 784-9475. 

METROPOLE GO-GO--725 7th Avenue, New York, NY 
10019. (212)382-0088. 

MIRAGE—302 No. Main St., Spring Valley, NY. (914) 
425-4411 MIRAGE-GOLDFINGERS--3930 Long Beach Rd., 
Island Park, NY. (516) 889-1992 

NEW YORK DOLLS .-—59 Murray Street, New York, NY 
10007. (212) 227-6912. 

NIGHT LIGHTS_1637 N. Saline Street, Syracuse, NY 
13208. (315) 475-4370. 

PARADISE—42 W.33rd St., New York, NY. (212) 279-0179 


PLAYER’S CHOICE--396 E. Treemont, Bronx. NY. (212) 
294-9514 

PRETTY WOMAN EAST-\.4139 Boston Rd., Bronx, NY. 
(212) 653-3636 

PURE PLATINUM— 
(212) 254-2444. 

PUSSYCAT LOUNGE-96 Greenwich Street, New York, 
NY 10006. (212) 952-9675. 

RAIN FOREST 17 Hicksville Road. Bethpage, Long Island, 
NY 11802. (516) 822-5544. 

RAVENS NEST-—24A Hempslead Tpke., Farmingdale, 
Long Island, NY 11735. (516) 531-9436. 

RUSTY’S I-Route 211 West Middletown, NY 10940. (914) 
344-5561. 


35 E. 21 St. , New York. NY 10010. 


SCANDALS-—32-37 Greenpoint Avenue, Long Island City, 
NY 11101. (718) 729-8418. 

SCORES NEW YORK-333 E. 60th St., New York. NY 
10022. (212) 752-3181. 

SHOW FOLLIES LOUNGE-711 Seventh Ave., New York, 
NY. (212) 768-2094 

SHOW WORLD-303 West 42nd Street, New York. NY 
10036. (212) 582-7438. 

SILVER DOLLAR--7990 Oswego Rd., Liverpool, NY 
13090. (315) 622-1200. 

SMILER-Route 376. Poughkeepsie, NY 12601. (914) 462- 
2555. 

SUE’S RENDEVOUZ1--77 Gramaton Avenue, Mt. Vernon. 
NY 10550. (914)664-5747. 


SUE’S RENDEVOUZ 11-99 Grameton Avenue, Mt. 
Vernon. NY 10550. (914)664-5747. 

WILD ORCHID-- Upper Court Street, Binghamton, NY 
13904, (607)775-2767. 

ZODIAC LOUNGE--354 Main Street, New Paltz, NY 12561. 
(914) 255-9808. 


Ohio 

AMBER LOUNGE-—-13311 Brookpark Road, Cleve- 
land, OH 44142. (216) 267-0132. 

SACK STAGE LOUNGE-212 W. Boardman St., Young- 
stown. OH 44503. (216) 746-9296 

CANDY STORE-333 Georgesville Road, Columbus. OH 
43228. (614) 279-9005. 

CLUB SECRETS-—1570 1/2 Olentangy River Road, Colum- 
bus, OH 43212. (614)427-1110. CRAZY HORSE-1438 
St.,Claire Ave. Cleveland. OH 44114. (216) 566-7368 

DEJA VU~135 S. Byrne Rd., Toledo, OH 43615. (419)531- 
0329. 

DOLL HOUSE 4382 West 130th Street, Cleveland. OH 
44135. (216) 671-9834. 

LIVING ROOM--3830 N. Dixie Dr., Dayton, OH 45414. 
($13) 274-2770 

MICKEY FINNS 1628 Fail St., Cleveland, OH 44113. (216) 
621-1840. 


Pennsylvania 


AL’S DIAMOND CABARET-1810 N. 5th St., Route 222. 
Reading. PA 19601. (215)373-5277. 1-800-CABARET. 

CLIMAX ONE-Box 340. New Alexandria, PA 15670. (412) 
668-7898. 

CAROUSEL LOUNGE--1700 So. Delaware Ave., Philadel- 
phia. PA 19148. (215) 551-6900 

EDISON-135 9th Street, Pittsburgh PA 15222. (412)281- 
7703. 

ERV’S 1231 Airport Road, Allentown. PA 18103. (800)662- 
GIRL. 

FANTASIES 934 Broadhead Rd.. Pittsburgh, PA 15108. 
(412) 264-9250. 

GOLDEN SLIPPER-325 New Rodgore, Bristol, PA 19007. 
(215) 785-1433, 

LES GALS III--1230 Arch St., Philadelphia, PA 19107. (215) 
665-0684. 

PHILLY A GO-GO--53 North 13th., Philadelphia. PA 
19107. (215) 504-9688. 


Texas 


BABY DOLLS SALOON-3039 W. NW. Hwy., Dallas. TX. 
75220. (214) 358-5517. 

BABY DOLLS-3700 Hwy. 157. Fort Worth, TX (214) 
267-7701. BUNNY CLU8-—2337 E. 8th Street, Odessa, TX 
79761. (915) 337-9075. 

CABARET ROYALLE-10723 Composite, Dallas. TX. 
75220. (214)350-0303. 

CAESARS -2618 Winrock. Houston, TX 77057. (713)974- 
3867. 

CALIGULA XXI—2828 W. NW Highway, Dallas. TX 
75220. (214) 350-2664. 

CANDLELIGHT CLUB—3810 Pershing Drive. El Paso. TX 
79903. (915) 565-1333. 

CASSIDY’S-—6019 W. 45th Avenue. Amarillo. TX 79114. 
(806} 358-4913. 

CENTERFOLDS -6166 Richmond Avenue. Houston. TX 
77057. (713) 952-0799. 

CHEZ PUSSYCAT-.-3217 W. NW Highway, Dallas. TX 
75220. (214) 352-0961. 


Canada 


Toronto 


AIRPORT STRIP—7040 Torbram Rd., Mississauga. On- 
taro. LAT 374. (416) 677-3798. 

BERMUDA TAVERN-379 YongeStreet, Toronto. Ontario. 
MSB 166. (416) 977-2160. 

BRASS RAIL-701 Yonge Street. Toronto, Ontario. M4Y 
2A4. (416)924-1241. 

BUNNIES-175 Anderson Ave., Markham, Ontario. L3P 
3S7. (416) 472-9440. 

CABARET LOCOMOTION--1250 Eglinton Avenue, Mis- 
sissauga. Ontarlo L4W 1K8. (416) 238-1926 CADDY’S -2787 
Eglinton Ave. East. Scarborough, Ontario. MIJ 2E1. (416) 
267-4640. 

CAESAR’S CLUB-—3313 Danforthth Ave., Toronto. On- 
tarlo, MIL 188. (416) 694-3256. 

CHEZ PAREE I—5170 Dixle Rd., Mississauga. Ontario. 
LAW 1 E3. (416) 238-3399, 

CLUB EXPOSE-Blackhawk Motor Inn 10711 Yonge St. 
Toronto. Ontario. LAC 3E1. (416)884-9171. 

FANTASIA-10097 Yonge Street. Richmond Hill. Ontario. 
LAC 177. (416) 884-1101. 

FILMORE’S-212 Dundas St. East. Toronto, Ontarlo. M5A 
176. (416)921-2191. 

GRAND WEST-4749 Keele Street. Toronto, Ontarlo. M3J 
2N9. (416) 665-1456. 


Ontario 


ARLINGTON HOTEL—Box 233. Maynooth, Ontarlo. KOL 
280. (613)338-2116. 

ATHERLY ARMS-2 Creighton St., Orillia, Ontario. L3V 
1 AS. (705) 325-3269 

CANADIAN CLUB-37 Dundas East, Belleville, Ontario. 
KSN 186, (613) 968-8333. CENTERFOLDS-802 Memorial 
Ave., Thunder Bay. Ontario. P78 378, (807)344-7795. 

CHEEKS CABARET-—1071 Bank St., Ottawa. Ontarlo. K1S 
3W9. (613) 238-4861. 


Montreal 


L’AXED1SC0-1755 rue St-Denis, Montreal. Quebec. , (514) 
845-7906. 

LE HAREM-\6411 boul. Gouin Ouest, Montreal. Quebec., 
(514) 334-4555. 

LE PENTHOUSE-968 St. Catherine Ouest, Montreal. 
Quebec., (514) 866-3030 

LES DEESSES 2-777 boul. LaDelie, Montreal, Quebee., 
(514) 681-4695 

SEXY PAYSANNE-~2073 de |’Eglise, Montreal. Quebec., 
(514) 765-0193. 

SUPER SEXE-696 Ste.-Catherine Oest. Montreal., Oue- 
bec., (514)861-1507. 

ULTRA SEX-30 St. Catherine West Montreal, Quebec., 
(514) 861-6349. 

BAR AU B0-SEX-5769 boul. Gouin ouest, Montreal, 
Quebec., (514) 335-2048. 

CABARET SHOWGIRL--1196 St. Catherine’s. Montreal, 
Quebec., (514) 861-5193. 

CHEZ MADO-10 181 Pie-IX. Montreal, Quebec., (514) 325 

0940. 

KISS--6287 rue St-Hubert, Montreal, Ouebec., (514) 
270-5828. 
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XXX MOVIE REVIEW 


“ek ke” “HIGHEST RATING” 
— AVN, AFW, XRCO 


ANYTHING THAT MOVES/VCA 


Review by Jeremy Stone 


Director: John Leslie Running Time: 76 minutes 


Selena Steele plays a stripper who finds herself under 
the scrutiny of the police when her girlfriend’s (Tracy Winn) 
sleazy and domineering boyfriend (Tim Lake) turns up 
dead. It comes after much trouble at the dance club where 
Winn and Steele first meet. They hit it off immediately when 
Selena comes to Tracy's rescue when some racist strip- 
pers try to intimidate here for kissing a black customer in 
the audience during her show. They're afraid that if she 
kisses one of them, they'll all have to do it. 


We watch as Selena and Tracy draw closer, only to have 
the bullying manager (Tim Lake) come on to Tracy. He gets 
some sort of power over her, as he does many women in 
the club. The give and take between them is quite in- 
teresting, and it’s one of the best acting jobs Lake has done. 


John Leslie brings to the screen an interesting story with 
a strong undercurrent of sexuality and control. The subter- 
ranean world of strip clubs is exposed for much of what 
itis, tough fucked up men battling callous and hard females 
who are emotional roller coaster rides. 


Co-written by Leslie and director Henri Pachard, there 
is plenty of rough dialogue, friction, and tension all over 
the place. It makes for a powerful sexual atmosphere. Here, 
Leslie loses a little of the dick-stiffening hardcore some of 
his features have, shifting over to the head trip aspects of 
adult entertainment. 


A very enjoyable feature, the greatest real acting 
challenge Selena Steele has been given to date. She does 
an admirable job, as does the much overlooked Tracy Winn. 


Sex is intercut aplenty. Things start off at a bachelor party 
where Selena does a groom to be (Joel Clupper) in a back 
room, while Tracy trades off doing Spears and Santero. 
While Steele gets more action going, it’s the demure Tracy 
Winn who works real magic, going from Randy Spears over 
to Nick Santero with the ease of a really pay to play piece. 


Cassidy and Tim Lake have a weird dressing room romp. 
We watch as he takes control of her in front of a 
disinterested male worker who sits in the background. He 
pays the price for screwing her blue. When she’s ready to 
leave, her husband (who Lake didn’t know existed) drops 
by with three muscular black women who beat the hell out 
of him for being with Cassidy, his wife. It tells us more about 
how screwed up Lake is, then pages of dialogue could have 
tried to explain. 


From there, Tracy tells Selena about the night she went 
over to Lake’s place. She walks in and he's filming Heidi 
Kat and Nick E. screwing. Tim joins the party, and Tracy 
stumbles in, only to berate them to no avail. Lake pulls a 
power trip and she leaves in a huff. Tracy heads down to 
her car where she gets a little turned on by what she has 
just seen. Nick and Heidi catch her masturbating and do 
a live sex show for her, as she watches in horror and arousal 
at the couple fucking right by her driver's side door. Nick 
unloads a thick sperm spew on the window, making for 
a kinky end to a strange night. 


Another triad with Selena, Tracy and Steve Drake is 
heady stuff. The girls really put the old pro through the 
paces, and we wish it were only us who was Lucky Pierre 
in this scene. 


We won't give up the ending, but will advise you to go 
out and see this first rate fuck and suck show. A more 
Straight ahead movie with great results. One of the best 
of the year for 1992 as voted by Adam Film World, Adult 
Video News and the X-Rated Critics Organization. Shot on 
Film, too! O 


Available from VCA Pictures/VCA Mail Order 
9650 DeSoto Ave. ¢ Chatsworth, CA 91311-5012 
Visa/Mastercard Accepted. Many Other Titles Available 
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J.F.K., JR: Hunk supreme, heir 
to a political dynasty, and sexual ath- 
lete in the Kennedy tradition, John 
F. Kennedy Jr. is the essence of the 
quintessential 90’s male. His very 
public love affair with gorgeous ac- 
tress Daryl Hanna belies the ex- 
tremely private person he is. Next 
month, Paradise Magazine takes you 
into a day, and night, in the hectic, 
fascinating life of this brilliant, ap- 
pealing power player of the future. 
(COVER STORY) 


"BO" DIETL, PRIVATE INVES- 
TIGATOR - Richard "Bo" Dietl, one 
of the country’s most renowned pri- 
vate detectives, retired from the 
NYC homicide force and turned pri- 
vate investigator, amassing a team of 
former FBI, Drug Enforcement 
Agency and IRS agents and NYC 
police detectives to work with him on 
cases that include murders and other 
important criminal cases, along with 
the growing number of matrimonial 
and white collar crime investigations 
and background check investigations 
for individuals who want to check out 
that new man or woman in their lives. 
"Police forces today are under- 
standably overwhelmed by the enor- 
mous and still skyrocketing volume 
and violent nature of the crimes that 
they’re called upon tosolve," says Bo. 
"That’s where we come in!" 


POCONO PARADISE SOCIAL 
CLUB - The best kept secret in the 
world of swinging, this luxurious 
members-only swing club holds 
weekend parties that recall ancient 
Rome in its heyday. The Club, which 
warmly welcomes new couples who 
fit their membership criteria, is 
headquartered at a sprawling con- 
temporary mansion not far from New 
York City that boasts a range of 
unique Fantasy Rooms, a heated 
Olympic pool and Jacuzzi, and bo- 
tanical gardens. Along with the un- 
usually attractive membership body 
of young, upscale swingers, the em- 
phasis is on no-pressure participa- 
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tion. If you’re a swinger, or aspiring 
to be one, don’t miss this article. A 
Paradise Magazine exclusive! 


SEX AND ROCK AND ROLL - An 
insider reports on the on and off the 
road antics of rock stars and their 
modern-day groupies. If you’ve been 
wondering what role readily avail- 
able sex and drugs still play in the 
world of contemporary musicians 





and their fans, tune in to this érue 
tome! 


MISTRESS CHRISTIANA AND 
HER DUNGEON OF PAIN - You 
don’t have to be a S & M devotee to 
enjoy this behind-the-scenes glimpse 
at what goes on between Mistress and 
Slave in one of Manhattan’s most 
popular and upscale Dungeons. If 
you think you already know what 
transpires, you’re in for some real 
surprises when you read this! 


THE HAREM - Our first fiction 
piece in the newly expanded Paradise 
Magazine, you'll love this story of a 
red-blooded American’s fantasy trip 
to the Near East, and how he fared in 
a harem filled with willing and nubile 
young beauties whose only desire was 
to satisfy him! 


In The Next Issue... 





Daryl Hanna 


ALSO IN THE NEXT ISSUE: Let- 
ters to the Editor, Ask Gloria, The 
Opinion Page, Jokes, Cartoons, and 
much more! 
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Not a 900# * No Credit Card Needed 
$2.00 a Min. * Adults Only! 






CHECK OUT 20 NUDE, RUDE PHONE FRIENDS 
GUL, very monte in rie paces oF oun 
ON SALE AT YOUR LOCAL NEWSSTAND! 





The OU! girls like to suck cock and 


MO SEO they show you how much in juicy 
F =" "TAs cum-drenched close-ups every 
a 4 Lom) pox: issue. Some of our girls work the 

¥ bry sale phone lines and they’ll work you to 
Sd eae | the bone! 





Girls on girls, girls on guys, girls on 
themselves anc you on top of them 
all! Hot photo action to help your 
dreams come true, and twenty girls 
a month to do it! 


Big titties and hard little nipple shots 
of the world’s hottest, horniest 
women! Blondes, brunettes, red- 
heads, who cares with all that pink 
on every page! 








Mon. Sat. Noon-4 a.m. | 
Sunday 4 p.m.-2 a.m. 


The Paradise Features: 
*Over 100 Nude Dancers 
*Exclusive VIP Lounge 
*Slow Touch Dancing 
*Nude Table Dancing 
*Live 2 Girl Shows 
*Adult XXX Stars 

And Much, Much More... 








